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One 


Author's Notes: 


A while ago, | decided | was going to try to write a story about Taylor and Nate, an uncommon ship but a fine 
vessel, nonetheless. 


"Seriously, Dave? THAT guy? Come onl" | whined into the phone. 
"But he's really good. Don't worry, you'll like him. He's just like me." 
"That's what l'm afraid of" | muttered dejectedly. 

"Oh, knock it off. You'll see.” 

"Fine, fine. When's he coming?" 


"Tomorrow." 


"Ah. Wonderful.” 

"Give him a chance, Nate. For me?" 

"And if | still don't like him?" 

"Too bad." 

| laughed under my breath. "What about Pat?" 

"Pat doesn't care. You know he just rolls with it" 

| sighed. 

"Nate, this isn't about Will, is it? | mean, do you feel weird staying without him?" 


"No, no. | mean there's weirdness but I'll deal with that shit with him myself. That has nothing to do with this 


kid. He's just a wing nut, a loose canon" 

"Right, like me." 

"Dave." | whined. 

"Just give him a chance." 

"Yeah, yeah." 

It wasn't like | hated the kid. It was just that we were two very, very different people. | was the quiet 
observer, the voice of reason, the moral compass to which others referred. The wing nut was just that. He 
was crazy, loud, unpredictable, energetic and not the brightest guy | ever met. But then, he was a drummer. 
It was a large coffee morning. | was going to need all the pick-me-up | could get just to deal with Taylor today. 
Dave and |, naturally, were the only ones on time. Pat was notoriously late. We'd even begun telling him the 
wrong times for events just to ensure he was actually there at the right time. And of course, Wing nut was 
no where to be found. 


"Where is this kid? | say if he doesn't show up in fifteen minutes, he's out.” 


"Would you relax? He's gonna be fine. And stop calling him a kid, he's in his mid-twenties already. And its not 
like you're that much older. Besides, makes it sound like you don't like him." 


"That's because | don't." 


Five minutes later, we heard someone banging on the door. | leaned over to see who it was. It was Wing nut 


trying to push open the door that clearly said ‘PULL" on it. | rolled my eyes. 

"It says PULL!" | shouted, 

"Easy, Nate." Dave reminded me. 

He came bouncing in with a stupid grin on his face, cigarette dangling from his lip. He was stick thin, all legs and 
arms, with that silly, shaggy, bleached blonde hair falling in his eyes. He was dressed in an old t-shirt that had 


the sleeves cut out and a pair of board shorts. 


"Sorry I'm late. | got pulled over. There's a billboard down the road. Have you seen it? These two gigantic, red 


lips blowing on a pair of dice. Its fucking obscene. | was staring at it and ran a stop sign" 


‘It's okay, Pat's not here yet, anyway. And yeah, I've seen that billboard. I'm gonna come down here some night 
and rub one out to it. Remember Nate?" Dave said to him. 


"Yeah, man! That's a great ideal I'll do it with you. Hey, good to see you again, dude." He held his hand out to 


me and when | took it, it was wet. 

"Ugh." | wiped it on my pants. 

"Sorry, | sneezed before." 

"For fuck's sake." | groaned. 

"HA! Just fucking with youl Its just water. Who wants to help me get my shit?" 

Dave started to follow him back out the door and shot me an “I'm sorry" look. | flipped him off. 

| was tuning my bass and watching the wing nut put his set together. | hated to admit it but when it came to 
his drums, he was a totally different person He knew exactly what he was doing and he took his craft 


seriously. Okay, maybe there was hope for him yet. 


"Natel Nate, come here! Quick! Hurry up!" He was suddenly screaming at me. | rushed over, thinking he hurt 


himself or something. "Pull my finger.” 


And when | didn't, "Come on, dude! | can't hold it! Come onl” And then he ripped the loudest, most obnoxious 


fart | ever heard. 


"Ugh, for fuck's sake." | mumbled and walked away. 


The wing nut fell over on his back with his legs in the air, laughing hysterically. 

"Dave.." | grumbled. 

But Dave was laughing too. "Jesus Christ, what did you eat?" He shouted, waving a hand in front of his face. 
| sighed. 

‘Oh, come on! That was legendary! Who doesn't appreciate a great fart?" 

"| don't. Come on, man." 

"Like you don't fart. Everybody farts, dude!" 

"Not everybody has to make a big production out of it like they're five years old” 


And he made a stupid face and imitated me while he went back to work on his drums. 


| walked away, into the kitchen, to get a drink Dave came in after me. 
"Come on, Nate. Loosen up a little, please? Wait til you hear him. Seriously.’ 
"He's a child!" 

"He's just..| don't know. Maybe you intimidate him." 

| laughed. "Sure." 

"Well, you're super stiff, giving him a hard time." 


| opened my mouth to protest when we heard this amazing sound coming from the other room. Dave's face lit 
up and he nodded. 


The wing nut was good. But could he keep it up or was he a one trick pony? 


Once Pat finally arrived, | slinked out of the kitchen and picked up my bass to find that two of the strings 


were broken. 
"Jesus Christ! Are you a fucking child?" | shouted at Taylor. 
He giggled. "I don't know what you're talking about." 


"Dave!" 


"Okay, okay." Dave sighed and put his hands on his hips. "Taylor, don't fuck with his gear. Nate, just restring it 
and let's get started." 


| shot the wing nut a look as | sat down with my tool kit and replaced the two broken strings. 


We practiced for two hours and | was ultimately impressed with his work ethic and talent. And after the final 
note of the final song, he lifted his head and looked directly at me, his eyes wide, looking for approval. Shit: 


"Good job, kid" | mumbled. 
"Hey Dave, can | talk to you a second?" Pat asked when he put his guitar down. 


"Sure." And Dave followed Pat outside. 


"Wow, | sure am doing a good job making friends, huh?" The wing nut said and drummed a roll and then hit a 


cymbal. 


"You're an amazing drummer. Just really obnoxious. But | bet that has nothing to do with you." | shoved a 
thumb toward the door, indicating Pat and Dave's conversation. 


"Hey, sorry about the strings. Sometimes | can get carried away." 


"Fine. Don't touch my shit anymore, though. | saw how you were treating your gear. | care about mine the 
same way." 


"Fair enough." He stood up and lunged toward me, throwing his arms around my neck. "We're gonna be best 


friends, Natie!" 
"Come on, stop it! Get off me, you're disgusting! And don't call me that" 


He tightened one arm around my neck and rubbed his knuckles across the top of my head. "Call you what? 


Natie?" 

"Yes!" | pushed him off of me. “Fucking pain on the ass." 

Dave and Pat returned and Pat said, "Guys, I'm quitting the band. Sorry." 
"What? Why?" | was shocked! Shocked. 

"m just burnt out. | don't want keep doing this." 


"But | did talk him into staying on until we found someone to take over." 


| looked at Pat, then at Dave. | followed Dave's gaze to Taylor, who, for once was silent. He made busy work of 
putting his sticks and other shit away. | noticed the confused expression on his face. 


"See you guys tomorrow." He said quietly and tossed his bag over his shoulder. He left much less exuberantly 
than he arrived. 


"What's with the kid? Pat asked. "He's really good, by the way. Good find, D" 
"He thinks you're leaving because of him." | said. 
"Because of him? | don't even know him." 


"Well, think about it. His first day and you announce that you're leaving. And he is a dumb wing nut. There's 
that to consider." 


"He really thinks it's because of him?" 
"Yeah." 
"Poor kid. | should talk to him." 


"Yeah. Dave, you have his number? If he's staying, l'm sure I'll need it eventually, too." | said with a sigh. Okay, 


the wing nut was a disgusting, obnoxious jerk, but the expression on his face when he left got to me, goddamn 


it. 


Two 


The concept was silly. Pat and | were to play thugs who wanted to harass and ultimately kill Dave's girlfriend; 
Taylor. The kid agreed to get all done up like a girl and, if you ask me, was very enthusiastic about it. 


Pat and | were already in costume on the set, waiting for Dave and the wing nut's big reveal. Dave came out 


first. 
"You guys are not gonna believe this shit." He said to us. "Look at him." 


A tall, blonde girl in a black jacket, mini skirt and black boots walked out and promptly grabbed her crotch. "Hey 
fuckers! Who wants to fuck me?" 


‘Oh my God, you look amazing!" Pat exclaimed. 

| was stunned. And somewhat confused, | can't lie. "Wow. You make a hot chick, Wing nut.” 

"Wing nut? Natie, did you give me my first nickname?" And he hugged me, rubbing himself against me. 
"Stop! Get off me! Fucking jerk!" 

"Aw, you love mel Giving me a nickname and shit!" 


During the shoot, | was supposed to grab Taylor around the waist. | inhaled when | did it and he was wearing 
some sort of sweet coconut, vanilla perfume. It was intoxicating. My head was reeling. 


"What is that smell?" | asked him without realizing my face was an inch from his. 

"You like it? The make up girl was wearing it, she spritzed me." 

‘It's too fucking sweet, it's giving me a headache." | pushed away from him. 

"What's wrong, Nate?" Dave asked from alongside the camera man. 

"Fucking Wing nut over here is wearing this disgusting perfume." 

"Okay, Taylor, come on. Let's get that off of you and try it again" Michael, the director, yelled at him. 
Taylor shot me a look that said he blamed me for ratting him out. 


The following day, the wing nut had to dress in a longer, plain skirt and sweatshirt. The blonde wig was done in 
braids. And no perfume. 


"Better today, Natie? No perfume." He said as he brushed past me. 

In one scene, he was supposed to come up behind me and hit me over the head with a pan. Before he hit me 
though, he thrust himself against my ass. | jumped and turned around. He had a big grin on his face and flicked 
his eyebrows. | glanced down and the fucking wing nut had a raging hard on under his skirt. 

‘Jesus Christ! What is wrong with you?" | shouted at him. 

"What is it now, Nate?" Michael yelled 

"He, he, uh..poked me." 

"He poked you? Seriously? Come on, get your shit together. Lets get this done!" 

| glanced back at Wing nut and he was holding a banana in his hand. He had big smile on his stupid face. 

"We're even" He whispered in my ear. 


Fuck. Why does he have to get so fucking close? 


After the shoot, | was taking my costume off and putting a pair of shorts and a t-shirt on when Dave and 
Taylor stopped the doorway. 


"We're going down to the beach to shoot the stills. Wanna come?" 
"Sure." 


Wing nut stepped in behind me as we walked out to the parking lot. Suddenly, he wrapped his arms around my 


neck and jumped on my back. | had no choice but to hook my arms under his knees. 

"Yeah, giddy up, Natie!" He yelled. 

When | dropped him, the silly fucker fell on his ass. 

At the beach, Taylor put on a bikini top and a long white skirt and that goddamn wig. | stood and watched, 
amazed and somewhat freaked out about how attractive he was. After a couple hours, the sun began to 
descend under the waves. 


We all climbed into the van, Wing nut sat beside me. "Natie, want to get dinner?" 


"No. | don't want a McDonald's happy meal." 


"Ha, good one! No, for real. Come on, trust me!" 
"Trust you? Are you fucking kidding?" 

"Fine, fuck you then. Dave, get dinner with me?" 
"Sure. You like Chinese?" 


"I like the cream of sum yung gai. Get it?" He wrinkled his nose and laughed hysterically at his own joke, poking 
my ribs. 


"| bet you do." | shook my head 

"Taylor, | didnt know you swung that way" Dave said 

"What way? What do you mean?" 

"You said you like the cream of SOME YOUNG GUY" | explained his own joke to him. 
"Ohhh! That's what that means?" 

"Why would you use a joke you don't understand?" 

"Cause, fuck, if | stuck to the ones | did understand, Id never tell any jokes!" He giggled 
| couldn't stop myself from laughing too. 

Back at the studio, | started toward my car. 

"Sure you don't want to grab dinner, Natie? No happy meal, only happy ending!" 

| sighed. "Sure, what the hell” 

"Yes!" And he tried to hug me again but | evaded him. 


The three of us ended up at Dave's favorite Chinese take out place. | ordered spicy tofu with broccoli and 


Taylor wrinkled his nose and said, "Ew." 
"What?" 


"What the hell, tofu?" 


"Its good. You should try it" 

"Are you one of those freaky vegetarian people?" 

"Yes. I'm a freaky vegetarian" 

"Gross." 

"Yes, gross. Do you even know what you're shoveling in your mouth?" 

"Little puppies, | hope. They're nice and tender.” 

"Not as tender as the little pussies l'm eating." Dave said with a smirk. 

Taylor howled with laughter, filling the tiny restaurant. | laughed more at him than Dave. 


God knows what the two of them were planning on doing with the rest of their night. | fought Wing nut off of 


me again and went home for the night. 


Snuggled up in my bed, blankets pulled up to my chin, | closed my eyes. Images of the kid in that black outfit 
filled my head. Then that wonderful, deliciously sweet scent wafted into my nostrils. | heard him whisper in my 
ear. | felt the smooth material of that bikini top between my rough, calloused fingers. It was risky but | 
managed to snatch it after Taylor took it off and shove it in my pocket. My right hand slid down my stomach 
as | imagined Wing nut reaching behind his neck and untying it, giving me that silly grin 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
A certain liberty was taken with the timeline in this chapter. 


The next two months we were out on the road. We spent a month in Europe and a month of the east coast. In 
those two months, | wanted to strangle the kid more times than | could count. | wanted to take him to bed 
more times than | was willing to admit. But | was delegated to being the chaperone. While Wing nut and Dave 
would get wasted every night, | was the one who stayed just sober enough to either get them back to the 
hotel safely or watch them leave with whomever they wanted. Most nights it was some random young women 
Occasionally, it was a random young dealer. 

One night in Baltimore, | was charged with getting the kid back to his room. It was after four in the morning 
and he was higher than I'd ever seen him. He clung to me, wrapping both arms around my waist as | 
practically dragged him up the stairs. He tripped on the last step and hit his face on the railing. Blood started 
gushing from his nose while he giggled. 

"Goddamn it, Taylor!" | groaned. 

"Stokay. Stokay." He muttered as he tried catching the blood in his hands. 

"Stop. Don't do that. You're making a bigger mess." | yanked his hands away from his face. "Stand up. Come on." 


When | got him to his feet, | pulled my shirt over my head and pressed it to his face. One hand holding that, 
the other holding his arm to guide him. 


"Smells like blood and Snuggle. You know, the laundry shit? Its good." 
"You really are a fucking idiot, you know that?" | grumbled. 

"Yeah, | know." 

"Where's your key?" 

"M'pocket." 

"Give it to me." 


"Get it" He giggled, tilting his head to rest on my bare shoulder. 


Fuck. Stupid, fucking kid 

"Taylor, give me your key now." 

He shoved both hands in his pockets and pulled them out empty. "Musta lost it” 
"Jesus! You fucking idiot!" 


"Stop calling me that!" He suddenly shouted and pushed me away. He stumbled backwards and gasped, reaching 


for me again, 
| pulled him back into my arms. "All right, I'm sorry. Come on, I'll take you to my room." 


Once in my room, | sat him on the bed and pulled my shirt away from his face. It appeared the bleeding had 
stopped. 


"Take your shoes off and lay down. l'm going to get something to clean your face, okay?" 

"M'kay." 

As | ran a hand towel under cold water, | glanced at the mirror. My stomach tightened at the sight of my 
scowl, the worry etched all over my face. Why worry? Let the goddamn kid self destruct. Let him tank. You 
know exactly why you're worried, Mendel. 

He was laying on the bed in complete, quiet stillness. It was the first time | ever saw him being still. | 
approached quietly and carefully wiped the blood from his face. He stirred slightly under my touch and sighed 
softly. | moved to cleaning off his hands. His long, lean, graceful hands would feel so good on me. Unable to stop 
myself, | bent and pressed his open palm to my cheek. 

"Natie." He whispered. 

| dropped his hand and stood up, heading back to the bathroom. 

"Natie, don't leave! Please don't leave!" He said louder, an edge of panic in his voice. 

"Shh. I'm not leaving. Just going to the bathroom. Go back to sleep." 

"Don't!" 


"Taylor. I'll be right back. Stop it, now." 


"No!" He grabbed my arm, squeezing very hard. 


"Let go of me! Taylor!" 

"You're gonna leave cause you hate mel” 

| sighed. "Fucking shit. | don't hate you. Come on" 
‘Promise you'll never leave." 

I'll never leave." | said as | rolled my eyes. 


He seemed satisfied with my response and let go of my arm. He scooted over on the bed and patted the space 
he just vacated. 


"Jesus Christ." | muttered. But | kicked off my shoes and laid down next to him. 


"Natie?" His voice cracked, causing me to turn and look at him. "Please don't tell Dave." And then | heard him 


sniffle. And then curse. 

"| won't. Now, please go to sleep." 

He rolled onto his side, toward me, and rested his head on my shoulder. 

We were back in LA for a two week break from the tour. Neither one of us spoke about that night in 
Baltimore until | got a call from Wing nut one evening. 

"Natie, come out with me tomorrow." 

"Where?" 

‘Ozzfest. | have two passes. | want you to go with me. Kind of my way of saying thanks for that night" 
"Ozzfest? No way, dude. Not my thing." 


"Please? | want to hang out with you and there's this new, crazy band we should check out. Please, Natie. | 


won't take no for an answer." 
"Fuck me, Wing nut. You're a pain in the ass." 
"That's a yes. Pick ya up at one." 


"You don't know where | live." 


"Tell me." 
| gave him the address of my apartment building, unable to resist his enthusiasm 

"See you tomorrow! And get ready to have fun" 

"Can't wait" | said flatly 

He laughed. "You kill me, Natie!" And he abruptly hung up. 

"Id like fo." | muttered into the dead line. 

The kid was an hour late. 

"Im sorry! | know Im late. | couldn't find my keys. They were in my freezer. Weird, right?" 
"Your car keys were in your freezer?" 


"Yeah, | never would have even checked there but, after looking everywhere, | got hungry. Went to the freezer 


for a burrito and there they were!" He said with a huge grin 

"Fucking hell" | said with a laugh. "This shit only happens to you, Wing nut." 

"| know. Come on, | don't want to miss this band" 

"What band?" 

"This crazy new metal band. Wait till you see them, they'll blow your fucking mind” 

We drove over to Mountain View and it turned out that Taylor had backstage passes so we wandered around, 
getting drinks, meeting some pretty awesome musicians like Ozzy Osborne, Rob Zombie, Les Claypool and one of 
my favorite contemporaries, Chi Cheng. Taylor dragged me to one of the side stages to catch this new band 
called Slipknot. | was blown away. Scared shitless and blown away. There were eight of them, in masks, using 
beer kegs and baseball bats as drums. After their set, we got to meet them and explain who we were. Their 


bassist recognized me from Sunny Day, which left me monumentally impressed. 


Later, while | was watching the Deftones’ set, Taylor had wandered away with some of the other members of 
Slipknot. 


A couple hours passed, Sabbath was in the middle of their set, still no sign of the kid. | found him in a bus, 
high off his ass. Again. 


"Goddamn you. Again?" | shouted at him. 


"Natiel You guys remember my best friend, Natie?" 
Three other dudes were in there, high as kites, also. 
"Come on, we're going home." | grabbed his arm and yanked him go his feet. 
"Thanks for the party! | gotta go now." He told them. 


| was pissed. | didn't care if | hurt him, if he stumbled, if he got sick. | dragged his ass all the way to his car 
and held my hand out. 


‘Give me the fucking keys right now, asshole" 

"Don't be mad, please Natie” 

"| told you not to call me that. Now, give me the goddamn keys!" 

"Im sorry. I'm really sorry." He sniffled as he pulled the keys from his pocket and dropped them into my hand. 


"You're sorry, all right. Get in the fucking car." 


Four 


| battled myself the entire drive home. Half of me wanted to dump Taylor at his house and let him fend for 
himself. Half of me wanted to bring him home with me and nurse him like | had in Baltimore. Why was the kid 
doing this to himself? 


In the end, | brought Taylor back to my house with me. | pulled him out of the car and led him into the 


apartment, to the couch. 

"Wing nut, why you doing this to yourself?" | muttered, not really expecting an answer. 

"| like it" 

"You like it? You like feeling like this? Completely out of control, needing someone else to take care of you?" 


"| like it when you take care of me" Taylor let his head fall back against the couch and he tried to fix his eyes 
on me but they wouldn't cooperate so they just kind of rolled back in his head. 


| brought the kid a glass of water and took his shoes off and swung the long, skinny legs up onto the couch. 
"Go to sleep, okay?" 

"Don't leave” And he grabbed my arm and squeezed, those long fingers digging in 

"Taylor, let go of me. l'm not leaving, This is my house. I'm going to bed" 

Taylor yanked on my arm and caused me to stumble forward, falling on top of him. 

"Fuck, Taylor! Stop it! 


Very clumsily, the kid found my face with his hands. | froze, believing Taylor was trying to kiss me, but he 


merely ran his hands down my cheeks, trying to focus his eyes on mine. 
‘lm sorry." 


| relaxed a little but remained bent over,on top of the kid. | was positive the wing nut could feel my heart 


beating against him. "Don't be sorry, Wing nut. Just stop." 
"Okay, okay. | will." 


| knew better than to believe him. As he fell asleep, his hands slid from my face and | stood up straight. | was 
frozen to that spot on the floor, my feet couldn't move if | wanted them to. | merely stood, gazing down at his 


peaceful, sleeping form. He was truly beautiful, a mixture of pain and pleasure that was able to utterly 
destroy me. With a shaking hand, | reached down and swept his hair from his forehead and then bent to place 
a kiss there. He smiled softly and murmured, "Natie" Then he shifted and turned on his side, facing the back of 
the couch. | pulled the blanket down, over him and finally moved away, down the hall, to my room. 

| didn't get any sleep. | laid awake, thinking about the kid. He was infuriating and now he had a drug problem and 
the better part of me just wanted to let him crash and keep my distance. But in those rare moments when 
he's being sweet and vulnerable and he looks at me, waiting for just one kind utterance, | fall for him. In those 
moments on stage, when | look back and he's all hair and arms and the sound he's beating out is so brilliant, 
that's when | know | care about him way too much to ever just let him crash. 

Deciding to give up trying to sleep, | rose and crept back out to the living room and sank into the chair beside 
the couch and watched him. He was still curled in a ball, facing the back cushions. | could faintly see the rise 


and fall of his shoulder and hear his breathing. 


"Shit!" A loud voice startled me and | jumped. | looked around, my eyes were dry and blurry. There was daylight 
streaming through the windows and the couch was empty. 


"Taylor?" | called 
"Im here. | found your bathroom but | bumped into the wall on my way back’ 

"How ya feel?" 

'Like complete garbage." 

"Good. Come here and sit down, please?" 

He plopped down onto the couch and pulled his knees up fo his chest as he wrapped himself in the blanket. 


"Listen to me. You have to stop this. | can't keep watching you go through this and I'm not always going to be 
there." 


"Its just for fun" 


"Oh, whose fun? Yours? You don't really appear to be having much fun each time | see you. You can't walk, 


you can't talk. l'm surprised you haven't pissed yourself or something yet" 
"Why do you even care, dude? You don't like me, you deal with me. It's not the same." 
| lowered my gaze. | could tell him how | feel. But would he understand me? Would it help? 


"Why do you like hanging out with me?" | asked him. 


"Because | like annoying you. | think it's funny.” 

"Ah. Last night you said you liked it when | took care of you." 

"Who else is gonna? Everybody else has written me off already. But as much as | piss you off, here you are." 
| gave him a sad smile. "Why do you think that is?" 

"Because nobody likes you." 

| laughed softly. "Nobody except you?" 

"Pretty much." 

"Well then, same goes for you. Nobody likes you except me." 

"But you don't" 

| rose from the chair to sit beside him. "But | do. Too much." | took his hand and held it. 
He looked incredibly confused and incredibly adorable as his eyes grew wide. 


"But you hate me. You..you yell at me and curse at me and call me a fucking idiot and a wing nut. You turn me 


down when | want to hang out like ninety percent of the time." 

| don't hate you. | yell at you and call you an idiot when you do shit like this to yourself. The truth is you're a 
treasure to me and seeing you harm yourself kills me. And | turned you down because | was afraid of this 
moment. | was afraid that if | had to tell you these things, you'd flip the fuck out on me." 

"So what do we do now? Should we have sex?" 

| laughed in surprise. "What?" 

"Well, that's what you want, right?" 

"No! Well, maybe but no, not now. Not at all. And what the fuck, you'd just give it up like that?" 


"Why not?" He shrugged. "It's just sex." 


And that's when | realized that maybe | was kidding myself. He is just a dumb kid, he's not interested in me 
the way | am in him. He'd allow me to fuck him and not think a thing about it. | dropped his hand and stood up. 


"You want coffee?" 

"Sure. Natie, did | do something wrong?" 

"No, kid. | did. It's cool. I'll make you coffee and then you can get on out of here." 

We were back on the road again for another month, doing Midwest America and the west coast. | refused to 
be the chaperone this time. | let Pat deal with babysitting. | stayed up in my room a lot, reading, watching 
movies, pulling out that bikini top occasionally. And very often ripping my hair out as | paced the room, 
wondering if he was getting high again. | would try to talk to him here and there, practically begging him to tell 
me one of his crazy "keys in the freezer" stories. But he now regarded me only with polite contempt. The 
silent treatment unless it had to do with the band. 

One night, before they all headed out to the bar, | pulled Pat aside. "The kid still getting high?" 

"No, not that | know of" 

"Not at all? Pat, | had to scoop him up off the floor a couple times. He's not using at all?" 

"Not that I've seen" 

"Huh." 

"He gets drunk a lot and talks shit about you, though." 


"About me?" 


"Yeah, mostly about how smart you think you are but deep down, you simply hide from life that way. Calls 
you a big chicken shit, too. What's that all about?" 


"LL don't really know" | choked out. "| gotta go, Pat. Thanks” 

The following day, in Denver, | cornered Taylor. "What's going on with you?" 

"| dont know what you're talking about. Get out of my way" He said with a very acidic tone of voice 
"Yes, you do. Pat fells me you get wasted and like to talk about what a pussy you think | am" 


"You are a pussy. You had me. You had me on your couch, Nate." | noted he used my real name. "And you 
fucking pussied out. You could have done anything you wanted and you did nothing.’ 


"Is that what this is about?" 


"You ran away! You don't even come out anymore!" He was shouting now. 
"Because | can't see you fuck up anymore than you already have! | can't watch you leave with some random 
woman you dont even learn her name and | can't watch you get high!" | shouted back. And then whispered, " | 


can't watch someone | love destroy himself." 


"Maybe if you paid more attention, you'd know | haven't done either of those things while we've been out 


here." 

"Yeah, right" | rolled my eyes and started to walk away. 

"Wow, Mendel, | appreciate your faith in me. Just like the rest, aren't you?" 
"How am | like the rest?" 

"All you see is a stupid, fucking idiot kid who knows how to hit things.’ 


| stopped and spun on my heel, getting right up in his face. "No, Taylor. That's all you see in yourself.” 


Five 

With the tour under our belt and Pat departed, Dave brought in an old friend of his, Franz, to replace Pat. 

| had gone home to Washington for a little while. Mostly to get away from Taylor. Whatever our relationship 
was, it was incredibly strained. | cared for him very much. | loved him. And in those rare moments when | 
allowed myself to be honest, | wanted him. He had stopped ignoring me, he would make jokes and be his usual, 
bouncy self but he never dared get as close to me as he once had. | missed him, sure, but | rationalized it 
with the fact that he was clean. | would rather see him clean than anything else. So | was home in Washington, 
trying to put him behind me, if only for a couple weeks. 

| didn't know how to react when he called me out of the blue to ask if he could visit. 

"Sure, if you want. You know it's fucking frigid up here and there's snow on the ground, right?" 

"Yeah, you can teach me how to snowboard." 

"Wing nut, | don't know how to snowboard." 

"We'll learn together then. l." he paused. 

"What?" 

‘| miss you, Natie." 

"| miss you too, kid" 

"Good. See you tomorrow then." 

| was nervous as shit, waiting at the airport for his flight to get in. | wondered what it meant that he was 
coming all the way up here to see me. Was he just restless and looking for a change of pace for a bit? Would 
he bounce back out as abruptly as he bounced in? 

Speaking of bouncing, | saw his floppy blonde hair as he half walked, half ran down the terminal hallway toward 
me. He launched himself at me and squeezed me, lifting me off my feet and spinning me around. 


‘Im finally here! God, | missed you!" 


"Wing nut, fuck! Put me down!" | laughed. And before | knew what | was doing, | was kissing him. And he was 
kissing me back! 


He set me on my feet and his beautiful hands found my face. His mouth was soft and gentle and surprisingly 
slow and sensual. My arms wound around his back, my fingers sliding across his spine. God, he felt wonderful. | 


could have stood there, kissing him, for the rest of my life. 

He was grinning when he finally broke our kiss. | noticed several people glancing at us as they passed. 
"What are you doing?" | hissed at him. 

"You kissed me first" 

‘| was only being polite." | teased. 

"Fucking liar. You want me, | know you do." 

"Taylor" | grumbled. 

‘It's okay. Why do you think I'm here? All that awesome snowboarding?" He winked. 

"Jesus Christ." 


"Come on, take me home. Hm. l'm almost like a late Christmas present, huh Natie?" He smiled at me and took 


my hand 

"Don't you have a bag?" 

"Just this. | hate baggage claim. | stuff all my shit in a carry on" 
"How long are you staying?" 

"Until you get sick of me." 

"Never get sick of you." Said |, with a blush. 

"Hal Now | know you're a fucking liar!" 

"Okay, yeah. That was a lie." | laughed. 


We drove back to my townhouse. Taylor was talking a mile a minute. | had no idea what he was talking about. | 


heard Dave and Franz and the words ‘not working out: 
"Wait, say that again?" 
"| think we should tell Dave that Franz isn't working out." 


"Why do you think that?" 


"| don't know. Just don't feel like we're on the same page. He doesn't engage, you know? Like | want to know his 


ideas, | want his feedback. But he just rolls along." 

"You know something?" 

"What?" 

"l'm proud of how much you've grown up over the past few months." 

‘Mendel, are you trying to flatter me?" 

"Is it working?" 

"Yes!" 

That evening, there was a snowstorm. Around seven, the townhouse lost power. 


Let's go play in the snow! Come on, itll be fun Natiel" He popped up and started digging in his bag. "| brought a 
hat!" He pulled out a beat up old knit beanie. 


| laughed. "You're gonna need more than that. Did you bring boots? A parka? Gloves?" 
"No." 
"Come on. | have some stuff you can borrow. Let me find a flashlight" 


| handed him the flashlight when | opened the foyer closet. "Shine it down there, | have extra boots." And | bent 
down to find them. The beam of light was everywhere but where | needed it:"Wing nut, focus!" 


He was giggling behind me and | suddenly felt his hands squeezing my ass. 

"Wing nut! Stop that!" 

"Sorry, it's just so cute” 

Fuck | swallowed. Forget going to play in the snow, | wanted to play with him in my bed 
"Holy fuck! It's cold!" He exclaimed when we finally hit the sidewalk 

There was probably four or five inches on the ground 


"| was born in Texas. Did you know that?" 


"No, when did you move to California?” 


"When | was six or seven. So, aside from a couple family vacations and a few tour stops, | never really got to 


play in the snow. So thanks for letting me come up." 


| marveled at how different he sounded. Until he burped very loudly and scared the older woman passing on 


the sidewalk. He giggled and gave me a shrug. 

I'm hungry, Natie." 

"What are you in the mood for?" 

"Hmm, a big steak!" 

"No. How about some spicy noodles. There's a great noodle bar a couple blocks east." 


"Come on. Noodles? Natie, | eat meat!" He leaned against me. "And I'm really good at it" He sneered and then 


quickly kissed me. 
"Shit." | muttered. "There's a steakhouse down the street over here." 


He ran ahead of me, kicking up snow as he went. He reached the end of the block and shouted back to me. 


"Which way?" 

"The right." 

He started running to the left. 

"The other way, dumb ass!" | yelled. 

He slowly came back to the corner. "I knew that" And he raised his gloved hand to reveal a snowball. 
"Don't do it, Hawkins." | warned him. 

"Or what?" 

"You'll find out." 

He grinned and threw it at me. It fell apart halfway through the air. 


| laughed. "Fucking surfer boy cant make a snowball. Let me teach you the art of snowballs." 


As soon as | started toward him, he revealed another snowball and wailed it at my chest. 


"l'm right handed, dumb ass." He giggled. 
| shook my head at him. | wanted to tackle him and cover him with kisses, he was adorable. 


| ate a baked potato and a large garden salad while Taylor ate a large steak covered in onions and a huge 


basket of french fries. 

"Dude. How do put all that away and not weigh like three hundred pounds?" 

"| don't know. All that crack, probably." He smirked 

"Not funy.” 

"Why don't you eat meat?" 

"Because it's bad for me and bad for the environment and bad for the cows” 

"Why is it bad for the environment? It's meat! 

"Are you really interested? Im not going to bore you into bouncing around the room?" 
‘Im really interested" 


To my surprise, he stayed glued to his seat, listening and asking questions. | was so impressed with him and 
utterly in love. 


On our walk back to the house, | slipped my gloved hand into his as he slowly drew on a cigarette in the other 
hand. The power was back on when we got back. We shed our coats and hats and boots in the foyer. | started 
to turn on the lamp next to the sofa when long, deft fingers covered mine. 

"Hey, Natie?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Maybe don't turn that on" 


"What?" 


"Let's just feel our way through the darkness." He whispered in my ear. 


Six 


Author's Notes: 
A minor adjustment to the historical timeline here. 


After spending 12 hours in bed with a jackrabbit, | was sore, stiff, exhausted, and ridiculously happy. Taylor 
was completely lacking in modesty and inhibitions, his body was without flaw and dammit, the kid knew it, too. 
But he did things to me that blew my mind while also giving me the confidence and trust to try some really 
kinky things on him. 

| inhaled deeply as | awoke. The alarm clock read 2:20 and it was light outside. Oh yeah, | remembered we had 
crazy, intense sex this morning and | took a nap afterward. | slowly stood up and stretched, every bone in my 


body creaking and cracking. | pulled on pants and padded down to the kitchen. 


"Hey! There's the old man! How are you?" The kid rounded the kitchen counter and bounced over to me. He 


wound his arms around my waist and pulled me against his pelvis. | could feel him stirring already. 
"God, please no more." | muttered, pushing him away. 

He laughed. "Can't handle me." 

"Can't." | agreed. 


He kissed my lips, his beautiful hazel eyes danced with happiness. "Nah, you were incredible. Believe me. | 
attempted to cook food for you. Don't get too excited, it's just pasta with marinara sauce." 


"The fact that the house is still standing makes me excited already” 

"Ha ha, very funny.” 

| watched him as | ate his pasta and sauce. It was quite good or | was really hungry. 
"You're watching me" 

"Wing nut, what would you say if | told you that | loved you?" 

"Id say | know" He grinned. "And maybe | kind of love you too." 


"You do? What happened to ‘just sex'?" 


"That was months ago. | was young and foolish then" 
"And now?" 

"Im all grown up!" He said with a huge, goofy smile. 

When I tried to help him clean up, he pushed me out of the kitchen "You should go pack a bag" 

"Huh?" 

"Im taking you out of this frigid hell hole and we're going back to LA" 

"We are?" 

"Yep, tomorrow. Go" 

On the plane back to Los Angeles, | sat next to the window. Taylor draped himself against me, wrapping hands 
around my arm, nuzzling my neck "I love you, Natie. You're the best thing that's ever happened to me." He 


whispered. 


"I love you. You're the craziest thing that's ever happened to me. You brought me to life." | said, remembering 


that thing he told Pat about how | hid from life. 


"Hmm, l'm about to." He said in that bedroom voice | had become accustomed to. He set his hoodie in my lap as 


he slid a hand underneath it and rubbed my crotch. 


| sucked in air through my clenched teeth and rested my head against the back of the seat. Taylor unbuttoned 
and unzipped my jeans and slipped those skilled fingers inside, grasping hold of me. 


"Fuck, kid. Stop" 

"No fucking way. I'm gonna drive you insane all the way back to LA" 
"Please God, no” | whimpered 

He giggled. "Uh huh" 


An hour into the flight, | was sweating. He had me so fucking hard between the slow stroking and the kisses on 


my neck. 
‘Only two hours to go, baby." 


| groaned. 


| had to keep that sweatshirt in front of me as we disembarked the plane and stood, waiting for my luggage. 
"Now you understand why | hate baggage claim" He said with a giggle 

"| hate you" | grumbled. 

"No, you don't! You love mel" He wrapped an arm around my shoulders and kissed my cheek 


We took a cab back to the house he was renting in Newport Beach. It was a small bungalow but he could step 
out the front door and be on the beach. 


"Taylor, this place is great. Its literally on the beach." 

"You want to go out there? It's usually empty this time of day." 

"No. | know what that means." 

"What?" 

| imitated him "It's usually empty this time of day." 

"What?" He repeated. 

Ive got a fucking raging boner and you're horny 24/7. You want go out there and fuck" 
He grinned. “Guilty.” 

"Show me where your bedroom is." 

"Come on, Mendel, fucking in bed is so boring!” He rolled his eyes. 

"Okay, we don't have to do it at all." 

"Now you're just playing dirty.” 

"Nope, that's what I'm saying. No playing.” 

"Yeah right" 

Four more days of bliss. We laid in bed, talking about everything from music to religion to our childhoods and 


our love lives. | cooked vegetarian food for him. We went swimming in the ocean. We had a lot more sex. A lot 


more. | think if | tried to cum one more time, I'd shoot out dried powder and be permanently paralyzed. 


On the fifth night, | reached across the bed for him and my hands touched the cold sheets. It was the middle 
of the night, the clock read 2:30. 


"Taylor?" | called as | pulled on a pair of boxer shorts. 


| wandered out to the kitchen. No sign of him. 


"Taylor?" | called louder. 
No response. 


It only took a matter of seconds to search the entire house. No sign of him. Now | was getting nervous. Where 
could he have gone and why didn't he let me know? | walked out onto the beach. 


"Taylor?" 

Nothirg. 

Back inside, | found my phone and dialed him. 
"Hey Nate!" 

"Tay? Is that you? Where are you?" 

"Oh, you know. Out. What are you doing?" 

"| woke up and you were gone. Where are you?" 
"With a few friends. Why?" 

"Why? What do you mean, why? Taylor?" 
"Babe, | gotta go. We're gonna dance now." 
"Taylor, are you high?" 

"What? Nooo." 

And the line went dead. 

| threw my phone across the room. He had to fucking be kidding me! One of the best fucking weeks of my life! 


The best sex, the best connection I've ever had with another person. And he's out there, who the fuck knows 
where, using again. Why?! 


| got dressed and packed my shit. | was getting the fuck out of there. | was quitting the band. | was goddamn 
done with all of this shit. 


With my bag over my shoulder, | started walking until | could flag down a taxi. | went right to the airport and 
caught a red eye back to Seattle. Back in my townhouse, my bed smelled like Taylor and | clutched the pillow he 
used against my chest as bitter, angry tears fell. 

Dave was in Virginia. | dug around to find the phone number he'd given us and | dialed it. Still full of rage, | told 
him | was quitting. He asked me why. | made up some bullshit about wanting to go back and play with Sunny 
Day and he said to me, "I ain't telling Taylor and Franz. You call them and tell them." 

"Yeah, sure, whatever." 

As soon as | hung up the phone, it rang again. Thinking it was Dave, | answered and said, "What?" 

"Nate?" A very quiet Taylor. 

"Taylor? What the fuck?" 

"Why aren't you here?" 

"Because you're fucking high again, Taylor!" | shouted at him. 

"No! No! l'm not!" 

| can tell! | don't fucking get it. You went months! You were clean! We..we were so good. Why did you do it?" 


| could hear him sniffling and choking back tears. 


"| don't know, Natie. Everything was so good, you're right. Too good. | kept waiting to fuck up somehow and it 


never happened. | wasn't me. So | went out and | fucked up so | could be me again" 
"You were you. Perfect. The Taylor | knew you could be." 


"Well, now I'm the Taylor | know | am. It's better like this. We'll just play in the band and | won't have to worry 
about fucking things up with you." 


"| just quit the band. If you choose to get high over me, I'm not going to sit around and watch that.” 
"WHAT! You can't quit! No! No, Natie! Don't quit. Please, please don't." And he cried even harder. 


"| refuse to be a party to your self-destruction, goddamn it!" 


"| won't do it again. | promise. Just don't quit. What can | say, Natie?" 


| sighed. "Say that you love me. Say that you'll never use again. Say that if | ever catch you using again, | can 


walk away and never, ever have to look at you again" 


"| do love you, | will never use again and if you catch me, you never have to see me again. Please, please. I'm 


so sorry | fucked up." 


"Let me think about it” And | hung up. 


Seven 


Author's Notes: 
Another minor liberty was taken with the historical timeline. 


I'm in love with someone who is completely wrong for me. He can be obnoxious, juvenile, irresponsible, 
insensitive, irrational, insane. He has a drug addiction and a self-image problem. He is sweet, charming, 
spontaneous, generous, funny, beautiful, gifted, Sexy. He needs me. Do | need him? Do | need all the 
tumultuousness that comes along with loving Taylor Hawkins? No. | don't need it. But | want it. | gave myself a 
good, hard mental slap. Of course you want it, you're dick whipped, Mendel. Maybe | am. | don't know, I've never 
been dick whipped before and | guess that's the point. This kid managed to make me fall in love with him, that's 


enough for me right now. 


| dialed Dave and told him | changed my mind and | didn't want to quit. He sounded really drunk and told me he 


was glad and that he loved me. 
With that sorted out, | finally laid my head against the pillow, the pillow that smelled like him, and fell asleep. 


| don't know how long | was out. | was having a dream about John Cusack and the song was so clear in my 
head until it also became muffled with people cheering and applause. What the hell was | dreaming about?? 


"The resolution of all the fruitless searches 
In your eyes 

| see the light and the heat 

In your eyes 

Oh, | want to be that complete 

| want to touch the light 


The heat | see in your eyes" 


| was awake now, | was in my bed and it was light out. It was after noon. And the song was still playing. The 
alarm hadn't gone off. | did hear people cheering and laughing. And then | heard, "Natie, | know you're in there! 
Ill stand out here all day in this goddamn cold if | have to." 


"Oh, for fuck's sake." | groaned. He did not. 


| pulled on a pair of pants and a shirt as quickly as | could so | could drag him in here and shut him the hell 
up. 


In the foyer, | pulled my boots on over bare feet and yanked the door open He stood on the sidewalk, holding a 


large radio over his head. A small crowd of people gathered around him. They cheered when | opened the door. 


He merely smiled, lowering his beautiful eyes. 
"Told you it would work" Said an older woman. 
"Get in here!" | hissed. 


He raced up the steps of the stoop and pulled me into his arms, kissing my surprised mouth. The crowd 
cheered again but | pulled him inside and slammed the door. 


"Are you seriously out of your fucking mind??" | screamed at him. 

"Yeah, | seriously am." He smiled. "Natie, | am so sorry about what | did. | know it's hard for you to understand 
how | think sometimes and the things | do. Fuck, it's hard for me to understand. But what | do understand is 
that being with you makes me happy.” 


"Being with you makes me happy, too. What makes me unhappy is that it wasn't enough for you." 


"It was enough. It was too much. You're gonna wake up one day and realize I'm a stupid kid and the only thing 
l'm good for is beating my drums. And that scares the fuck out of me." 


'| already know you're a stupid kid And there are many, many more things you're good for than just beating 


your drums." 

"Like what?" He grinned as he leaned into me and kissed me again. 
"Like boiling pasta" 

He grinned. "That's it?" 

"Holding flashlights." 

"Yawn." 

"You're very good at dressing up as a woman" 

"Not much in the way of boosting my ego here, Mendel” 

"You make an excellent traveling companion" 

"| do, don't |?" 


"Indeed. You're good for kissing, too. Like really good for that" | snaked my arms around his neck and drew his 
mouth to mine. 


| kept him in Seattle with me for the next two weeks. He complained every day about how cold it was but 
there was no way in hell | was allowing him back to LA if we didn't absolutely have to go. We tried 
snowboarding after all. | sucked at it while he, naturally, was a pro. After falling on my ass for hundredth time, 
| told him | was going to find a beer. 

"Hey, forget a beer. Let's go find a fire to sit in front of and drink hot chocolate." He said with a silly grin 

| smiled in return and replied, "That does sound much better." 

Inside the ski lodge, we found a cozy sofa in front of a fireplace. | sat down on the end, next to the arm and 
Taylor curled up next to me, taking my hand, resting his head against my shoulder. | always thought of myself 
as an open-minded, progressive person. But | was ashamed to feel surprised at his openness. 

"There are two more things to add to the list of shit you're good at, Wing nut” 

"What?" 

"Snowboarding and PDA." 

He laughed. "PDA, really? You think I'm good at that?" 

"Yeah, | do. And l'm flattered by it, too." 

"You are, huh?" He snuggled closer to me and raised my hand to his lips. "I love you, Natie." 

| turned my head and kissed the top of his gorgeous, blonde head. "I love you." 

At Dave's request, we returned to LA to start working on the next record. | wondered if he wondered why Tay 
and | were together up in Seattle. If he did, he didn't ask about it. The four of us were working for about two 
weeks when Franz had to return to Texas for some family shit. Taylor had begged me, offline, to talk to Dave. 
He felt strongly that, for whatever reason, Franz just wasn't fitting in. The three of us would hit upon 
something we liked and he would feel mediocre about it. We'd ask for his ideas and input and get nothing. | knew 


Taylor was right. | just couldn't bring myself to approach Dave. 


"Fine, we'll do it together. What's the worst that will happen? He'll tell us we're fucking stupid and Franz is 
staying, that's all" 


| sighed. "Okay, you're right. Fuck, this sucks. Wing nut, promise you're never gonna leave. | can't take this much 


more." 


"l ain't ever leaving. Are you kidding me? This is a fancy gig | got here! Plus, you know, there's you.” 


"Can we tell Dave tomorrow?" | asked as crawled across the couch toward him. 
"Why?" 
"Because he probably doesn't want to hear from us while I'm inside of you." 


His face lit up. "Oh, that would be fantastic. Please? | want to call him and fucking scream your name. At least 


then we don't have to worry about him finding out" 

"You're a sick fuck" | smiled before | kissed him. 

| should have known he was serious. | had him on his knees on the couch, | was driving deep inside of him. The 
sounds coming out of his mouth were incredible. My head was thrown back, my eyes were clenched shut when 


| heard the moaning cease for a brief moment and this instead, "Hey, Dave. It's T." 


| froze. | looked down at him in a panic. He wiggled and squirmed against me, trying to get me to start 


thrusting into him again. He looked over his shoulder and grinned. "Come on" He mouthed. 
"You're fucking crazy!" | whispered. 


So he continued moving back and forth against me. God, he was driving me insane. | was having trouble keeping 


quiet. 

"yeah, so if we could get together..oh, fuck..tomorrow just to have a chat. The three.." A loud groon. ".of us, 
that'd be great. What am | doing right now, you ask?" He turned back to me and flicked his eyebrows. "l'm 
having sex with Nate." He said quickly and turned the phone off. 

"| don't believe you." | grunted as | grabbed hold of his hips and slammed into him as hard as | could. 


His laughter gave way to loud, intense grunting. 


The following day, the kid and | sat next to each other at the table in the kitchen of the studio we were using. 


Dave sat opposite us. 

"Okay, how long?" 

"How long what?" 

"How long you two been going at it?" 

We turned to look at each other and smiled. "A little over a month." | said. 


"But we've been into each other for a lot longer than that." Taylor added as he gazed at me. 


"How adorable." Dave said with a straight face. "Nate, | thought you hated him. You sure hated him when he 


first came to us." 

| never hated him. | just hated dealing with his shit” 

"And now?" 

| still hate dealing with his shit." | grinned. 

"Asshole." 

"So what is this then? | didn't know either of you were gay" 
"Now | guess you do. ls it a problem?" 


"No, unless you make it one. If you guys get in fights and shit, | don't want to know nothing about it. And 


please don't ever call me while you're in bed again" 
Taylor started giggling, which made me giggle too. 
"Is this what you wanted to talk to me about?" 


"No, actually. It's Franz. Dave, we know you and he go way back and trust me, we like the guy, really. He's a 


great musician and great guy but there's just something going on that's keeping him from engaging, you know?" 
Dave initially protested. He yelled at us both for not giving him a chance but Taylor was steadfast in his 
opinion and he argued with Dave. Eventually, Dave relented and actually agreed with us. And he called Franz 
that afternoon 


It did not go well and at one point, Dave put him on hold and left the room to talk to him in private. 


| looked at Tay and sighed. With one of his hands behind my neck, he pulled me against his shoulder and kissed 
my forehead. 


"Its for the best." was all he said. 


I'm not sure what made Dave choose to do this but he decided we were going to move forward with the 


record as a three piece band. And we were going to do it in the studio in the basement of his home in Virginia. 
"So wait, the three of us are going to live at your house while we make this record?" | asked him. 


"Yeah, is that okay? | mean, l'm the one that should be freaking out here. You two are gonna be fucking like 


rabbits the entire time. IN MY HOUSE!" 

"Well, truth be told, it resembles very little of how rabbits actually fuck" | giggled 

Dave sighed. "Sick. bm heading out tomorrow. Both of you should head out next week, okay?" 

"You got it, boss." 

"Hey, Nate?" 

"Yeah, boss?" 

"Is he good to you?" 

| was taken aback by his question | knew Dave cared about us both as friends but where was this coming 
from? | carefully considered my response. The truth was he was good to me about 95% of the time. But | 
couldn't forget about that night. Did | dare give Dave cause for concern, though? 


"He's very good to me. | suppose | should thank you for introducing us." 


"Invite me to the wedding.” He winked. 


Eight 


"Hey babe? Taylor?" | called as | bust through the door at the Newport house. | had let the lease run out on 
my apartment and was staying with Taylor until I/we decided what to do next. | was determined not to stay 
too long, though. Eventually, | wanted to find a house to settle into. 


He poked his head out of the bathroom. "Hey, | just came in from surfing. I'm gonna take a shower and get the 
sand out of my ass. Want to help?" 


"ll pass. But guess where we're going next week. For the next few months." 
‘Few months? Don't say Seattle, please don't say Seattle." 

"Virginia. We're gonna do the record in Dave's basement. Just the three of us." 
"Really?" His smile was huge. 

| kissed him and smacked his bare ass. "Hurry, l'm hungry." 

"You can have a bite of this." He grabbed himself and flicked his eyebrows. 
"Hm. Vegetarian, sorry." 


And that was one of the first things | did when we got to Dave's in Virginia | stocked Dave's kitchen with good 
food instead of the crap that the two of them ate. And it became a thing, "let's see how long it takes for the 
vegetarian to get pissed off." One of their new favorite ways to torment me. Some mornings, | would find raw 
bacon in my cereal box. One day they took an entire package of hotdogs and cut them up, into my pad thai. But 
| lost it when | opened my bag of sweet potatoes and found fried chicken 


"WHAT THE FUCK? THE BAG WAS SEALED!" | screamed. | heard a giggle | was very familiar with come from 


the living room. 


The days passed quickly, turning into weeks. Spring in Virginia was beautiful. | did my best to wake up early 
each day and take a bike ride or a jog. | found the library and this great used book store. We'd work from 
around noon until the evening. Every night, Wing nut would climb into bed with me and snuggle into my arms. 
Invariably, he'd begin by kissing my chest and slowly pull his long, thin body on top of me. He'd get loud, 
groaning and yelling obscenities and my name. I'd tell him to be quiet and he'd giggle. 


The mornings that followed nights like those were always awkward for me. It was written all over his face that 
Dave had heard us. | worried that it wasn't so much that we were two men that was freaking him out but 


that we were his band. Was he concerned that if Tay and | blew up, he'd lose his band? 


One morning while Taylor was curled up, snoring softly, | got up like | normally did and found Dave sitting on 


the back deck. 


"Morning." | mumbled, shrugging on a hoodie. "I was gonna go for a bike ride into town. You want to go with 


me?" 
"Sure, sounds good. Where's Taylor?" 
"Still asleep. He stays up well after | nod off and doesn't generally get up until right before we start working.” 


"I know. Sometimes after you guys.. well, I'm still awake and he'll come out and we have a smoke and bullshit 


for a while. He hasn't been sleeping well since you guys have been here 

That took me by surprise. Why didnt he mention it to me? "I didn't know that. What do you guys tak about?" 
"Everything. The band and the record. You. The couple times you caught him using" 

"He told you about that?" 

"Yeah, You should have told me, Nate. 

"But D.” 

"| know. | understand why you didn't but you should have told me 


| followed him to the garage and we got out bikes and started down the driveway. We continued talking as we 


rode. 

‘lm sorry | didn’t tell you." 

"IFs cool. You know he thinks the world of you. You should hear him." 

| grinned. "What does he say?" 

"You know, the drug thing started out casual. Well, he says it's still casual. An every now and then thing. He 
doesn't think he really has a problem. But he knows you're more important than that. He said that the time 
you went back to Seattle really rattled him. Without you, there's nothing left to lose. Nate, he's grown up a lot 
just being with you." 


"| love him." | said quietly. 


"| know. | know something else too. This whole thing with him using... it's not over. | mean, he's not doing it now, 


that | know of, anyway. But something happens and | feel like he'll go right back to it. So just be careful there. 


For his sake and your own. And the band's." 
"Wait, if something happens with me?" 


"Yeah. Or anything. If the band ceases to exist tomorrow, or the house catches on fire. Nate, he's not over it. 
He's just not doing it because of you. So just be aware of that" 


| fell silent. Was he right? | tried to shake those thoughts from my head as we stopped off at the book store. 
We then headed to the small grocery store that was close to the house and then rode back 


It was nearly eleven and Taylor was still asleep. After | showered, | slid into the bed and pulled him into my 
arms. He stirred slowly as | covered his face with kisses and squeezed him tightly. 


"Hey, what's all this?" He asked, his voice thick with sleep 

"Why didn't you tell me you weren't sleeping well?" | whispered 

"Ah, you've been talking to Dave about me. Now, you're worried” 

"Course l'm worried | love you, babe. If something's wrong, you can talk to me. 
"What? l'm not allowed to tak to Dave?" 


"No! No, | mean | want you to know that you can talk to me but if you'd rather open up to him, that's cool 
too. Its not a jealousy thing, its an ‘| want you to be okay’ thing." 


"It doesn't make you jealous, Mendel? | mean, he's a good looking dude." 
| pinched the back of his thigh. "Is there something | should be jealous about?" 

Uh huh, after you fall asleep, | sneak over into his bed and we fuck into the wee hours of the morning” 
‘Liar. Id hear you because you obviously don't know how to be quiet! 

"He gags me. Something you should think about" 


"Hmm. Well, I'll have to thank him for the idea" | covered his mouth with mine, slid my tongue between his lips 
and kissed him deeply as | rolled him onto his back. 


He immediately pulled me on top of him and opened his thighs wide. | was pleased to find he was already hard 
and | wasted no time. Feeling his fingers rake through my damp hair as | kissed and licked my way down his 
chest and stomach was a total turn on. And even though | often teased him about being loud, | purposely did 


things to him that drove him crazy just because | loved hearing those moans and grunts and curses. 


We were nearing completion of the record and it felt really good. The three of us were just cruising along like 
a three-piece, well oiled machine. Taylor pushed Dave hard to settle on us being a three piece band but he 


wasn't having it. He insisted we'd have to find another guitarist once we returned to the west coast. 


On the evening before we were leaving Virginia, the three of us, plus Adam and Dave's friend, Jimmy, had a big 
barbeque on the back deck. It was just a really great time. We ate and drank and listened to some thrash 


metal. Dave and Taylor gave us a dance routine that made us laugh so hard, we choked. 


"Babe, our flight is at nine o'clock. I'm going to bed. Don't stay up all night, okay?" | kissed his cheek and listened 
to everybody rag on me for being the first pussy to call it a night. 


My alarm went off at 1:30 and | was alone in bed. It appeared Taylor had not come to bed at all. Great. After | 
packed the last of my shit, | went to find my Wing nut. | had to laugh at the scene | found on the deck. Dave, 
Tay, Adam and Jimmy were passed out in sleeping bags, all huddled together. 


"Wakey, wakey! Hands off snakeyl" | yelled and kicked Dave lightly. 
"Shit." He groaned. And then shoved his elbow into Taylor's back. 
The four of them groaned and rolled about, waking up. As Taylor crawled out of his sleeping bag, he kicked an 


empty pill bottle across the deck It came to rest against my toe. | picked it up and read it. Vicodin from the 


pharmacy in town In his name. When | raised my eyes to look at him, | saw a look of sheer panic on his face. 


Nine 


Author's Notes: 
*Warning® Sex without consent takes place here. 


"Natie, | can explain" He started. 
"| don't want to hear it, you fucking idiot! You promised! And what the fuck has been so fucking stressful 
around here, huh? What the hell has made you feel like you had to resort to this again?" | was screaming at 


him. Dave and Adam and Jimmy watched in horror. 


"Everything" He began softly. "Every fucking thing! You! Dave! Not sleeping. This is my first time recording, l'm 
sorry l'm not a fucking pro like you two!" 


"You should have come to me and talked to mel" 


"I don't know how! | told you! This is who | am, Nate! That other guy, that's who you think | should be. That 


ain't who | am." 


| shook my head sadly. "This is who you are not." | turned to Dave. "I'm going get a cab to the airport. I'll see 
you back in LA” 


Dave nodded. "I'll make sure he's okay." 

"| don't care." 

In all the commotion, | forgot that Taylor and | booked our flight together. | was sitting in my seat on the plane 
when he boarded. He looked like shit. His hair stuck out in every direction, his eyes were red and puffy, he had 
yesterday's clothes on yet and he sat down next to me. 

"Natie, |-" 

"Don't call me that anymore. We're no longer together. You don't get to call me that." 

"But | love you." 


"If you loved me, you wouldn't have snuck around behind my back to get high on pills." 


"You think it's just as easy as that, huh? Well, gee, now that | have this wonderful, compassionate, intellectual 
man whose standards are impossible to live up to, | can just quit my old habits. Is that it? You think it's that 


easy?" 


"Wait, are you blaming me for this? Are you telling me that, because | knew you were better than this, | 
caused this?" 


"You keep fucking saying that!" He raised his voice and grabbed his head with both hands. "Stop doing that to 
me! Stop making believe that I'm something lm not!" He was rocking in the seat now, his voice was cracking and 
tears streamed down his face. 

| reached over and removed his hands from his head. "Look at me." 

"| can't!" 

"Wing nut, look at me, please?" 

"You can't call me that anymore if we're not together! He mumbled like a petulant child. 


| laughed softly. "Taylor, look at me." 


He slowly lifted his head and gazed at me with those gorgeous eyes that were still just as beautiful, even 
though the rims were bright red and tears filled them. 


| never thought of you as anything other than the man | knew you were capable of being. | still know you're 
capable of more. | still know that, one day, you'll realize it too. | don't love you for who you're not. | love you 
for who | see when | look at you. Sure, you're impulsive and irritating and off the wall sometimes. But you're 
sweet and caring and funny and brilliant, too. I've nursed you, yelled at you, threatened you. None of it has 
worked. You tell me what | should do now to help you." 

"| don't know." 

"When we get back to LA, I'm going to find a place of my own" | told him. 

"What, but | thought you said you love me." 


"I do love you but I'm not doing you any good. You think you have to live up to my impossible standards. 
Maybe that's too much pressure for you." 


"Natie, no." He whispered. 


"Yes. Don't worry, you'll be just fine." | lied. It as all a lie. | didn't want to leave him. And | didn't think he'd be 
fine. But | was sure | wouldn't be either if | had to go through this one more time. 


He stood in the middle of the room, watching as | gathered the few belongings I'd left at the Newport house. 


"Please don't go" He grabbed my wrist as | tried to pass. 

"Taylor, | have to. This isn't working. l'm bad for you, you're bad for me. Without me around, making you think | 
have these standards that you can't live up to, then there won't be any pressure causing you to use again 
And | won't walk around on eggshells, hoping | don't say or do something that's going to make you use again 
"| need you, Natie." 

"No, you don't. You need you." | gently tapped his chest with my index finger. 

He trapped my hand there and pulled me into a desperate kiss. His lips were powerful against mine, his tongue 
was needy. My knees buckled and he slipped his arms around me to hold me against him. "Take me to bed one 
last time?" 

"Oh, fuck me, Taylor. Don't do this to me." 

"Will it make it harder for you to leave?" He whispered before he ran his tongue up the outer rim of my ear. 
"No." | lied 

Abruptly, he shoved me backwards. | stumbled before my back hit the wall. 

"Just fucking go then" 

| was shocked. | didn't move from the wall and stared at him. 

"YOU HEARD ME! GO! GET THE FUCK OUT!" He shouted. "GET OUT" 

Pushing myself away from the wall, | reached for him. "Tay, come on" 

There was something different about his eyes. They looked darker somehow as he glared at me. And before | 
could react, his hands were clutching the sides of my face as he pushed me against the wall again His mouth 
was against mine, biting at my lips, crushing me, hurting me. He kept me against that wall with merely his 
mouth as his hands were now unbuckling my belt and unbuttoning my pants. Part of me knew this was a 
mistake and | should stop him somehow. Another part of me wanted it. Whatever he was going to dish out, | 
wanted to take it. As soon as he had pushed my pants down to my knees, he spun me around and shoved me 
back against the wall. 


"Jesus, Taylor. No." | grunted when | realized what he was going to do. 


"Fuck you, Natie." He spewed out with such venom in his voice that | shuddered. 


With only his spit to lubricate, he pushed himself into me. | bit my lip to hold back the scream that started in 
the pit of my stomach and only grew as he thrust deeper and deeper. | thought it would never stop, the pain 
was searing and blinding. My body failed to cooperate and the only thing holding me up was being caught 
between his body and the wall. He finished with one loud groan and when he pulled away from me, | crumbled 


into a sobbing mess on the floor. 
"Now you can go." He said quietly as he staggered away. 


But he never saw that | had reached out, trying to feel him through the darkness. 


Ten 


| hadn't seen Taylor in three weeks. Dave was sensitive to the fact that we weren't together anymore. Any 
time there was something going on with the band, he took Taylor and left me out of it. | was grateful for that. 
| found a house to rent in Encino and spent the three weeks inside those walls, staring at them, throwing shit 
at them, screaming and crying. The more time that passed, the more difficult | knew it was going to be to see 
him again. 

| was laying on the bare bedroom floor, watching the ceiling fan spin around around, when my phone rang. Dave. 
"Hey, dude." | said listlessly. 

"Nate, | need ya, bud You gotta come and work these guitar auditions with us. How are you?" 

"Not good. l'm afraid to see him, D" 


"He's afraid to see you. Why can't you guys sit down and talk this out?" 


"Because we can't. 'm sorry, Dave. | know it's fucking shit up with the band and | really never meant for that 


to happen" 

"Well, | won't say | told you so but." 

"When and where are the auditions?" 

| walked in with my bag over my shoulder and my case in my hand. Dave and Taylor were already there. They 
both looked up when | came through the door. 


"Hey, Ned, buddy. How are you? Got more stuff?" Dave dropped what he was doing and ran over to me. He 


took my case from my hand. 

"Thanks." 

‘Let me go get the rest of your shit” Dave said and looked me square in the eye. 

| pretended not to take his hint and started setting my shit up, ignoring Taylor altogether. 


"Nate." He said softly. 


"What, Taylor?" My voice was low and firm. 


‘|| never should have done that to you. l'm really sorry." He took a deep breath. "It was ugly and disgusting 
and | regret it every day." 


"Thank you." was all | said, without turning around and looking at him. 

And | never looked at him for the rest of the day. | couldn't. | was on the verge of losing it as it was. If | 
looked at those eyes of his, | would lose my shit. We met stupid kid after stupid kid | was bored and angry and 
scared. | really just wanted to go back to doing nothing inside my new, unfurnished sanctuary. After the last 
guy, | quickly packed up my stuff and headed toward the door. Dave intercepted me and put his hands on my 


shoulders. 


"Please just talk to him. Five minutes. Please, for me?" He dipped his head, trying to catch my eye as | bent my 
head lower and lower. | felt the tears already stinging my eyes. 


‘| can't." | whispered. 


"Then you leave me no choice." And Dave turned to the door and slipped through it, locking it behind him. 
Locking me inside with Taylor. 


"Dave! Don't do this! Goddamn it!" | yelled at him. 

Five minutes!" He shouted, holding up his hand, splaying his five fingers. Then he pointed past me. 

| turned around and Taylor was standing behind me. "Natie, | am out of my mind." 

"| don't care." 

"Yes, you do. You always cared and | always fucked it up." 

"That's why | don't care anymore. | can't.” 

He nodded and gently brushed a tear off my cheek with his thumb. Without thought, my head leaned into his 
touch so soft and gentle. He slid his thumb down my cheek, under my chin and lifted my face, forcing me to 
meet his eyes. 

"I still love you." The pain in those beautiful eyes was too much for me. 

| pulled away from him, lowering my gaze again. "Taylor, you're like a balloon when the string slips off a child's 
wrist and begins floating away. You slipped off my wrist and the first couple times, | thought | could get you 


back. | could still reach you. But the last time, when | turned my back to find something to climb up on to 


reach you because you floated the furthest away that time, you floated too far away. | can no longer reach 


you." 


"| don't understand." 
| smiled. "You wouldn't. You're just a dumb drummer, right?" 
"Please forgive me?" 


‘Oh, baby. That thing that happened at your house? | forgive you now. Everything else? You said it yourself, 


that's just who you are." | lied to him again. Of course, | forgave him but | didn't believe that's who he was. 
"Can | come and see your new place sometime?" 

"| don't think that's a good idea" 

He nodded. We stood there in silence for a moment. | watched the way his feet fidgeted uncomfortably. 

"Will you call me Wing nut again?" 

| laughed gently. "If you want me to." 

"It'll always make me remember how much you used to like me." 

"Do something for me?" 

He lifted his eyes and smiled. "Anything." 

"Remember how much | still believe in you." How easy it would have been to touch him and kiss him and make 
love to him again. How easy it would have been to admit that | sobbed myself to sleep on the hardwood floor 
every night and admit that | was still head over heels in love with him. How easy it would have been to even 
admit that | was willing to overlook the drug use just to feel his body next to mine again and gaze into those 
eyes just one more time. But one more time was all it would take to utterly destroy me. 

"You're the only one, you know." 

"The only one?" 

"The only one that ever believed in me." 

"That's not true, Dave believes in you." 


"Not the same." 


| didn't know what else to say so | just reached out and took his hand and gave it a squeeze. "I gotta go, Wing 
nut" 


He smiled a big, goofy grin and hugged me. | allowed my arms to embrace him also. 

"I still love you, too." | whispered before | slipped away from him and raced to the door. | wiped my eyes with 
one hand and banged on the door with the other, begging that he would not chase me. | was absolutely sure 
that if he pursued me, | wouldn't be able to resist him again. 

Dave appeared and unlocked the door. | rushed out of it and to my car. 


"Mendel, same time tomorrow." Dave called after me. 


| waved to indicate | heard him but did not lift my head. 


Eleven 


| drove back to the empty house, noticing for the first time that there was a liquor store on the way. 
Perfect. Beer, whisky, rum, you're all my friends Tonight. 


"Having a party tonight, fella?" The guy behind the counter asked with a grin 

“Something like that" | mumbled, not bothering to look up from my wallet. 

"Need company?" Okay, that caught me off guard. 

| glanced up at the guy. Black shaggy hair, white wife beater, tattoos covering his chest and arms, lip piercing 
that actually looked like it would feel good against my dick. He was thin with long arms like..go ahead Mendel, 
say it. Like Taylor. The guy grinned, knowing | was considering it. 

"Maybe another time." | finally said. 

‘lm Tyler. Come back anytime, Ginger. Anytime." 


Inwardly, | groaned. "Tyler. Nice to meet you. I'll uh, I'll keep it in mind" 


The truth was | had my evening mapped out already. Get drunk and masturbate. If the gods were smiling on 


me, either one or the combination of the two would cause me to pass out. 


Back at the house, the first thing | did was crack open the bottle of Crown Royal and take a good, healthy 
chug. The next thing | did was take my pants off. And the third thing | did was take out Taylor's bikini top 
from its special hiding place. The lining of my luggage had a small rip in it. | managed to stuff the top into the 
rip and it was never detected. 


Carrying the bottle in one had, the last shred of Taylor that would belong to me in the other, | shuffled 
across the house to the living room. A room, much like the rest of the house, devoid of joy and furniture, 
save a beat up, disgusting old love seat. It squawked loudly under my weight when | flopped down on it. | threw 
back another long pull on the whisky. 


Memories came on like a stampede the second my eyes closed. | let them play out, one by one. The times he 
made me laugh, the times | wanted to choke him over some stupid stunt he pulled. | felt a smile tugging at my 
lips. Time for another drink. The fingers of my other hand rubbed the smooth Lycra of the bathing top. More 
memories: the first time we kissed at the airport in Seattle, the first time we fucked 

More drinking. 


More memories of the best sex | ever had. And the first time he told me loved me and the way the sex had 


changed after that. It was still incredible and adventurous and intense but afterward, he'd smile at me and kiss 
the tip of my nose and tell me he loved me. Every time. 


More to drink. 


| tugged the waistband of my boxer shorts down off my hips and immediately began rubbing myself with the 
bikini top. The memory of the night in Baltimore came charging through my brain. The way his eyes danced 

everywhere except on me, the way his hands shook as he caught the blood that dripped out of his nose, the 
scared edge in his voice when he begged me not to leave. And | promised him that | wouldn't. Tears filled my 


eyes as | realized | did leave him. | didn't mean it as a promise at the time, but | broke it nonetheless. 


| continued stroking myself as | drank some more and the tears rolled down my cheeks. My body quaked at the 
violent onslaught of all the fun, happy memories from Virginia | recalled them as bittersweet because now | 


knew what was going on there. 


Knowing where my trip down memory lane would take me next, | pounded the rest of the bottle in an effort to 
dull the pain if | could not thwart it altogether. The hand around my cock squeezed tighter as | recalled the 
rough hands bruising me, the burning pain as my ass was being stretched and drilled, the angry grunts that 
spilled from his mouth, directly into my ear. And just as | recalled the last, loud growl when he came inside of 


me, | came into the top. 
| waited, frozen, my mind quiet, for that delicious feeling of release. | didn't get it. And seconds later the 


memories flooded me again, only not mercifully one by one but cruelly, all at the same time. 


"Leave me alone!" | shouted at Taylor and threw the empty Crown bottle at him. | broke down in choked sobs 
when the glass shattered against the wall. 


| was hungover, sore, desperately tired and depressed when | showed up at the auditions on the fifth day. Each 
day, | avoided Taylor, we spoke only about work. Each day, | was the first to leave. Last night, Tyler came on 
to me again. | took his phone number. But | went back to the house alone to my routine of Crown, coming and 


crying. | was pathetic. 
"Last guy. Let's hope this one's it. Otherwise, | don't know what the fuck we're gonna do." Dave said. 
"Three piece. The three amigos! Come onl" Taylor said from behind his kit. He flashed me a grin. 


"No." Dave told him. "Lets hear this kid out" 


In walked a brown-haired, blue-eyed kid with a baby face. He carried a backpack over one shoulder and a guitar 
case in the other hand. He put the guitar down and immediately crossed to Dave. He extended his hand to him. 


"Hey, I'm Chris. Good to meet you." 
"Chris, this is Nate and Taylor." 


| extended my hand toward him. He took it and smiled warmly at me, keeping my hand in his. This guy was 
sweet, cute. | hoped he could play. 


Twelve 


"I think this guy is perfect." Dave said as the three of us sat in his living room. Taylor sat across the room 


from me and every time | lifted my eyes, he was watching me. 
"Yeah, Chris works for me. He could really play his ass off" | said 
"Yeah, lm good with him" Taylor added 

"Cool, lets give him a call" 


After we spoke to Chris, who actually thought he put the phone on mute when he screamed to his brother 
that he got the gig, | stood up to leave. A thought crept into my head. 


"Hey D, let me have his number? Maybe I'll give him a call, hang out and get to know him before we take off 
on this tour." My eyes flicked toward Taylor, whose mouth dropped open in surprise. Mission accomplished. 


Dave's eyes flicked toward Taylor also and then back to me. He shrugged and gave me the number. 


"Did you just move in there?" Chris asked as he wandered through the empty house. We agreed to get dinner 


and he offered to come and pick me up. 

"Yeah. No. Almost two months ago." 

"Two months? You haven't unpacked a thing. Where's your furniture?" 

"In Seattle. That's where | technically live when we're not busy. This place is a rental." 
"Ah. | guess, with the tour coming up, it doesn't make sense to unpack now, huh?" 
"Yeah, you could say that." 


| watched his eyes drift to the broken pieces of glass on the floor in the corner and then the empty bottles 
on the floor around the ratty loveseat. 


"Party?" 
"Not exactly. You ready to go?" 
“Sure. Where do you want to go?" 


"| don't eat meat so um, how's Thai?" 


"Cool." 

| smiled at him. | liked this guy. 

After dinner, we moved to the bar at the restaurant and drank beer and talked about music, about our 
families, about Dave and Taylor. | told him about Pat and about how Dave found me and William, about the shit 
that went down with William, about Taylor. Well, not everything about Taylor. | told him about the experience 
of recording at the house in Virginia He told me about where he'd been and the projects and bands he took 
part in. He told me he half-heartedly considered auditioning for Guns ‘N Roses instead of us. 

"Seriously? | don't see you in Guns 'N Roses, sorry." | laughed. 

"Why not?" 


"Because." | paused. "Aren't leather pants a prerequisite for them?" 


"Listen, just because | didn't shimmy into them for dinner tonight doesn't mean they aren't back at the 
apartment, just waiting for Slash to give me a call" He said with a giggle and his pretty eyes danced. 


"So if Slash calls, are you gonna take off? Leave us just like that?" 

"Nah, something tells me | made the right decision” 

Something in his voice made the smile slide right off my lips and | stared at him for a moment. 
Shiflett, are you flirting with me?" | asked, brazenly. 

"What? No!" He blushed and lowered his eyes to the hand that was twisting his beer bottle on the bar. 


He was in no condition to drive. Neither was |, frankly. | convinced him to leave his car there and we'd catch a 


cab back to the house. 
"Nol You don't have shit at your house. Come back to my place, | got a couch you can crash on." 


"Okay" Already, visions of him underneath me danced in my head. | put an arm around his shoulders as we 


staggered to the sidewalk. 


| was jolted awake. The noise was deafening. | had no idea where | was. A fold out couch, a bright colored 
crocheted afghan blanket wrapped around me. | was in just my shorts. The noise was coming from the street 
below. How the fuck high up was |? Where the fuck was |? | kept the blanket around me as | stood up and went 
to the window. A garbage truck was making all the noise from about ten or twelve stories below. | turned 


around to look around inside. Tiny living room. Couch and TV and video game system, that's it. Tiny kitchen Tiny 


bathroom. Super huge bedroom. | grinned. Chris was passed out on his stomach on the bed. And that's when it 
all came back to me. Dinner, a lot of beer, a lot of conversation, a little flirting. 


What would he do if | climbed on top of him and started kissing the smooth, tanned skin of his back? | was 
caught in that daydream when he stirred and looked at me. 


"Hey, morning." He groaned. 
"Hey! Sorry, | just woke up myself and had to figure out where | was." | said nervously. 


"IFs cool. | been there, man" He laughed. He stood up and my eyes raked over his body, stopping abruptly on 
the obvious bulge in his boxer briefs. 


"Shit." | muttered and turned and quickly scampered back to the living room. | threw the blanket off and 
started pulling my clothes back on. "I'll just get a cab back to my house, okay?" | called to him. 


"Hey, no rush. | gotta get my car. Let's get breakfast or something, we'll go get my car and I'll take you home." 


He was pulling a t-shirt over his head but he was still in only his underwear. 
"Not a good idea" | mumbled 

‘What? What do you mean? Did | do something last night, Nate?" 

| sighed as | slumped down on the couch. “Full disclosure time?" 

He shrugged. "IF that's what you want to do." 

"| recently ended a long relationship.” 

"Ah, that sucks, man I'm sorry to hear that 

"Yeah, and Im not coping with it at all. Like you saw all those empty bottles." 
He nodded 

"That's how l'm coping, And l'm a fucking loser about it but | just can't get over..hinn 
Realization forced Chris to take a step backwards. "Ohh. 

| looked up at him. “Im sorry” 


"Sorry? For what? Did you accost me while | was passed out in bed?" 


"| don't think so." | laughed sadly. 
"Then what are you sorry about?" 
"If that makes you uncomfortable." 


"You're crazy, Nate. Why would it make me uncomfortable? I'll keep it in mind next time we get drunk together, 


though." He flicked his eyebrows up and down. 

"You're kidding right there, right?" 

"Maybe. Now | know why you haven't unpacked your house yet, though. I'll help you, if you want." 

"Thanks. | might take you up on that." 

"You haven't asked me." He said with dancing eyes and a grin threatening his lips. 

"I know, | just met you. | can't ask you to help me unpack" 

"No. Don't you want to know if I'm gay or straight?" 

"Well, yeah. | just assume everybody | meet is straight until they tell me otherwise." 

"| am. But if | wasn't." 

"Stop." | put my hand up. "Please, God, say no more." 

| was going to say you wouldn't be my type anyway." He said with a smirk. 

| laughed. "Dick." 

Chris played his first show with us right here at home, in Hollywood. He was great. He played great, he had the 
right chemistry with all of us, it seemed. He was just a good guy. My first show with Taylor since the break 
up. He was no longer watching me though, no longer waiting for the chance to catch my eye and smile. He was 
a machine behind the kit now. Getting through each song and moving on to the next. 

We toured North America and Europe for the next three months, taking a month off for the holidays. | 
planned to go home to Seattle. The day of my flight, | was doing some last minute things around the house 
when my phone rang. 


Taylor. 


"Hey, Taylor." | answered. 


"Hey. | just wanted to call and tell you Merry Christmas. I'm sorry you won't be around." 
“Thanks, that means a lot to me. Merry Christmas to you, too.” 

"When are you coming back?" 

"Uh, second week of January." 

"Well, have a good time." 

"| will. You too." 

"Thanks..." He paused. It felt like he was going to say more but | wasn't sure. 

"Wing nut?" 

"Yeah?" He answered enthusiastically. 

"Just... yeah. Have a good time." 

"Thanks. Natie, can | ask you something?" 

"Of course." 

"You and Chris...2" 

| laughed softly. "No, Tay. There's no me and Chris. He's just a good friend. You know, | needed a friend." 
I'm still your friend” 

"Maybe, but you're my ex, too." 

“That's weird, right? Being exes." 

"Yeah, it is." 

"Will it ever not be weird?" 

"| don't know, babe." 


‘Its cause we still love each other, isn't it?" That was like a bullet straight through my heart. 


| sighed. "Yeah, probably." 


"Don't be surprised if you hear something familiar while you're home." And he hung up. 


Thirteen 


My sister and my mother picked me up at the airport. We went directly back to my parents’ house. My entire 
family was there, waiting for me. My uncles and aunts, some of the younger cousins, my sister's husband and 
her three kids, my pops and nanna. Great. | pasted on a fake smile and greeted everybody. 


| got plenty of hugs and pats on the back and ‘rock star‘ greetings. 


After explaining to the younger half of them about the tour and the record and to the older half of them 
about how | STILL don't eat meat, my mother sat me down and fed me. | wandered away after a couple hours, 


to drink beer outside on the deck, which was covered in snow. 


"Hey." Justine, my sister, said quietly from the sliding door. She closed it behind her and handed me a parka and 


another beer. 

"Thanks. 

"You want to talk about it?" 

"About what?" 

"Whatever's on your mind. Taylor, maybe?" 

| spun to look at her. "How did you know? | never told you!" 

She smiled "You guys played here like a year ago and we came to see you. Don't you remember?" 


"I remember you guys coming to see us and | introduced you but we never..! didn't tell you. And he actually 


behaved himself that right so..." 


| smiled sadly as | remembered some of the things he'd do to me at shows, such as grabbing my ass, grabbing 
my crotch, pinching my nipples, biting my neck, kissing me in front of total strangers, flashing me, serenading 


me with silly love songs. 


"After we said goodbye and left, | came back because | forgot my bag. You didn't even realize | was there 
because the two of you were making out like teenagers. He saw me though, he must have heard me because 
he opened one eye and gave me the finger, you know, in his "I'm flipping you off because | love you" sort of 


way. 
| laughed. "| am..! was familiar with that, yes." 


"Was? What happened, Nate?" 


"We broke up. About five months ago, now. He has a bit of a problem. Jus, | picked him off the floor and took 
care of him more times than | care to remember and | just couldn't do it anymore. He'd tell me each time 
that he was done and then I'd find him again. He was using behind my back in Virginia and that's the last time 


we were together." 


"Oh, man. Big brother, I'm so sorry. Come on, bring it in" She opened her arms and | just collapsed into them, 
expecting to fall apart. 


Waiting to fall apart. 

But | didn't. We sat in snow-filled deck chairs, talking about Taylor. Every little thing that annoyed me, every 
time | wanted to kill him with my bare hands, they all made me laugh now. And the good stuff? The good stuff 
made my heart swell. 

"You still love him?" She asked. 

"With every fucking cell in my body." 

"Tell him." 

"He knows." 


"Then get back together." 


Its not that easy, Jus. Do you think its easy watching him destroy himself? Do you think it's easy feeling 
helpless to stop him?" 


"It can't be easy just to give up on him, either." 


With that, my frustration bubbled to the surface. | jumped up and threw the bottle in my hand against the 
outside of the house. 


Its not! Every goddamn day, | have to look at his face! Every goddamn night, | see that face in my dreams. 
That is, when | do get some sleep. Most nights, | lay awake staring at the ceiling, remembering. Trying to figure 
out what | could say or do that will make him not do it anymore because l'm so fucking sure he still is!" | was 


screaming at her. And there they were, the expected tears. 


Justine jumped up and grabbed me and held me. "Shh, I'm sorry, baby. | didn't mean to upset you. Come on, it's 
gonna be okay. You'll get it worked out. You will. Please don't cry." 


The following day, Justine drove me to my house and hung out with me while | unpacked and settled in. 


"You don't have to hover. I'm fine, Jus. really. I'm sorry about last night" 

"IFs okay. | feel terrible for bringing him up. | had no idea you weren't together and why." 

| know, | appreciate you letting me talk about it, though." 

She let me have a couple days to myself but on Christmas Eve, she insisted that we go shopping together and 
then that night, taking me out to the bar to get loaded. It was a time honored tradition, growing up in the 
Seattle area. Christmas Eve was reserved for hitting the bar and meeting up with old friends who also 
happened to be in town for the holidays. Of course, | was not really in the mood for such merriment but | 
couldn't refuse either. 

"Just a few, we're not staying out all night!" | told her. 


“Sure, sure. Listen, Mom's got the kids, Danny is our designated driver, you and | are getting hammered!" 


Danny was her husband, never touched a drop of booze. Good man. At least, good man to have around on a 


night like this. 


At the local bar, the Shipwreck, all heads turned and yelled my name when we walked in. They didn't care who | 


was now, they all knew me back then It felt kind of nice. 
"Karaoke night, Mendel. Too bad we don't have any Sunny Day!" the bartender, Fat Mike, yelled. 
"Thank God! Nobody wants to hear me sing!" | yelled back 


| drank beer after beer, chatting with old friends, joking around with my sister, listening to one incredibly bad 
karaoke song after another. It was getting late, | could barely hold myself up. 


"Jus, it's really late. Can we go home now?" 
"Nope! Is my turn to sing!" And she ran up to the stage and grabbed a microphone. 


She was grinning at me when | heard the unmistakable introduction to In Your Eyes. | stared at her as she 


began to sing. My heart began to beat right out of my chest. 


‘Coincidence, Mendel. Just coincidence, relax: But the last thing he said was don't be surprised. And she wasn't 
singing anymore. A male voice. Not Peter Gabriel but familiar. ‘What the fuck was going on??? | spun around, 
searching the crowd, frantically. ‘No. No. He couldn't be. He wouldn't be. It was impossible. Oh, shut the fuck up, 
Mendel. He's not here and you're just going to be disappointed: 


And just as the second verse began, the crowd cleared and there he was, walking through them, toward me. 


Singing, smiling at me, wearing a red, furry Santa hat and a red scarf, looking beautiful. | had to look away for 


a moment and back again, just to confirm he was really there. | felt tears in my eyes and wiped them away 
quickly. My face contorted with relief, with pain, with over the top happiness. 


After the song ended, people cheered, people slapped him on the back. But he and | merely stood, staring at 


each other. 

Justine finally reached my side and elbowed me. "Don't fucking stand there, asshole. Kiss him already." 

"You knew about this?" | asked her. 

"Got a call out of the blue from some dickhead named Taylor Hawkins a few days ago. Said he needed my help." 
| laughed despite myself and he laughed and lowered his eyes for a moment. 

"| didn't get a chance to give you your Christmas gift before you left" 

| held my hand out. "Okay, I'll take it now." 

He looked injured, not realizing | was teasing him. 

| threw myself into his arms and took his face in my hands. | pulled him into the biggest, deepest, most 
passionate kiss I've ever given, up to that point, in my life. All my sadness and longing and pain dissolved in one 
kiss. 

The people gathered around us gasped at first and then cheered. 


"Danny, | think it's time to drop Nate off at his house now." | heard Justine say with a giggle. 


Fourteen 


We climbed into the backseat of Danny and Justine's car. Taylor couldn't keep his hands off of me. And | had 
absolutely no desire to try to stop him. | let Taylor hover over me, pushing me down into the seat, kissing me, 
his hands under my coat and sweater, fumbling with my belt. Justine had her camera in her hand and called 


us. 


"Hey, assholes! Say cheese!" She snapped a picture of Taylor looking at her with a cheesy grin and a thumbs 
up, while | just looked surprised. 


At the townhouse, we poured out of the car. | mumbled a ‘thank you ' to them and Taylor pushed me up the 
steps to the front door. He stood behind me as | tried to unlock the door. Taylor pressed his erection against 
my ass, causing me to drop the keys with a startled gasp. 

"Goddamn, Natie! Open the fucking door before | come in my pants." My blonde baby groaned. 

‘lm trying! Take your dick out of my ass for a second!" 


"Okay, but only for a second" Taylor said into my ear as he kissed me there. 


Once | got the door opened, Taylor pushed me through it and started pulling my jacket off as his mouth found 


mine again. 
"God, Natie, | missed you so much." He murmured in my ear. 

| missed you too. | fucking love you. | never stopped loving you!" 

| love you, too." 

We kept stripping clothes off as we stumbled up the stairs, kissing, pawing at each other's bodies. His hand 
closed around my shaft and | groaned loudly. We never made it to the bedroom, at least not first time that 
night. 

At the top of the staircase, he pulled me down to my knees and gently turned me over. 

I'll be a lot more gentle this time." He told me. 


"You don't have to." | replied. 


His smile was a mile wide and he bent over me and trailed warm, wet kisses down my spine. All the way down 


my spine until | jumped at the feel of his wet tongue against my ass. 


"Fuck me, Wing nut!" | sighed. 


‘| will. Patience, my darling." He replied as he ran his hand down my thigh. He continued to lick me and pump my 


cock with his hand. 


"Tay," | groaned. "Tay, | can't.l'm gonna..fuck!" | was so close to reaching my sweet release. The kind of release | 


needed and couldn't get for five months. 

Abruptly, he turned me over onto my back and covered me with his mouth, sucking hard, his tongue twisted 
and swirled around the head of my cock He coaxed me right to the edge and | came so hard, my body 
trembled and | clenched my eyes closed so tightly, | felt them tear up. He sucked every last drop of come out 


of me and swallowed it down. | felt like | was floating so calmly and peacefully. 


Taylor didn't allow me to float peacefully for very long, however. He positioned himself on his knee one step 
below me and pushed my thighs far apart and entered me slowly. 


"Jesus Christ!” He grunted. He pushed in farther, stretching me, filling me. 

| smiled at him and reached for his hand. Our fingers intertwined as he began to thrust in and out. He leaned 
over me and kissed my mouth. My beautiful blonde pressed his forehead to mine and grunted softly, rolling his 
hips against me. | raised my legs and wrapped them around his waist, pulling him deeper into me. 


‘Faster, baby, please." 


He lifted his head and grinned at me before he drove into me harder and faster. His grunts grew labored and 
grittier until he pulled out of me and stroked himself with his hand. 


"Natie!" He cried as he came against my stomach. He leaned over me and kissed the tip of my nose. "I love 


you." 


"| love you, Taylor. This is the best Christmas present you could have given me." 
When we finally did get to the bedroom, his bag was sitting on the bed. 
"How did you..2" 


"Justine. She must have had someone else drop it off. Come on, take a shower with me." He grabbed my hand 


and pulled me into the bathroom. 


We were kissing and petting in the shower, which led to making love again on the bed. This time, my baby 
turned onto his stomach and offered himself to me. 


After, he held me against his chest, an arm wrapped around me, fingertips tracing light lines up and down my 


arm. 
"Baby?" | started. 

"Yeah?" 

"Won't your family miss you?" 

"Saw them before | came up." 

"Ah. Did you tell them why?" 

"Yep, | told them | fucked up the best thing | ever had and | had to go make it up." 
"Can | ask you something else?" 


"Nope." He grinned and slipped out from beneath me. | watched his gorgeous, naked form as he bent and opened 


his bag. He pulled out a flat, wrapped box. 
"I really do have a gift for you." He said with a smile. "Don't open it yet. I'll be right back" 


And he handed it to me. Then left the room. He returned a moment later, wearing his hat and scarf again and 


carrying the small ashtray he left here last time. 

"You're so goddamn adorable." | told him. 

"| know | am. Go ahead, now." He lit a smoke and settled back on the bed, pulling me back into his embrace. 
| slid a finger under the taped edge of the wrapping paper, carefully trying to unfold it. 

"Oh, for fuck's sake, Mendel. Fucking tear it!" He teased me. 

The box was a plain, white, cardboard box. | opened the flap and pulled out something wrapped in tissue. 
"Man, you suck at this! Rip it open!" 

"Shut up! If you're so impatient, you should have opened it" 


He laughed and the feeling of him bouncing against me was distracting. | had to put the gift down for a 


moment and kiss him. 


"Natie!" He scolded me. He ripped the tissue off and plopped a picture frame on my chest. 


| picked it up and it was a picture of the two of us. | recalled the day it was taken. We were in Saint Gallen, 
Switzerland in June, a year and a half ago. We had a day off and Taylor and | took a gondola ride to the top of 
a mountain. He got a total stranger to take our picture at the summit. What you can't see in the picture is his 
hand on my ass. What you can see are the expressions on our faces. | should have known then that there was 
something between us. We're gazing at each other with total lust in our eyes. 


"| didn't know you still had this picture” 

"| have all our pictures yet. But this is my favorite” 
"Why?" 

"This is the day | realized | wanted to be with you" 


| made no reply but grinned ear to ear as | watched his reflection in the glass of the frame. | ran my index 
finger along the image of him in the photo. Best Christmas ever. 


Fifteen 


| felt suddenly very cold and alone. | listened first. There was only silence. | slowly crept a hand across the bed. 
There was nobody there. My eyes fluttered open and | lifted my head. The armchair had been pulled up to the 
window and there was a blonde haired man sitting in it, legs stretched out, ankles crossed and resting on the 
windowsill. A cigarette perched between his fingers as his elbow sat poised on the arm of the chair. 

‘Merry Christmas, old man" He grinned. 

"Merry Christmas, kid" | slowly stood up and crossed the room. | sat down in his lap and kissed him. "I. can't 
believe we're here again" | said quietly, letting my fear and hesitation over being with him again bubble to the 
surface. 


"Here, as in Seattle? | know. | fucking hate this place." He grinned. 


"No. Here, as in here. Together. Being fucking stupid with happiness, meanwhile l'm dying inside, worrying it's 


going crash and burn again." 
"Ah. Meaning you're waiting for me to fuck up again’ 
"Essentially." 


"| may." He said simply, his eyes fixed on the window. And then they narrowed on me. "But I'm gonna try hard 
not to." 


| smiled, lowering my gaze to his bare chest. "I love you. | will always love you, even if I'm not with you." 


"You'll always be with me. Come on, feed me, Mendel. I'm starving." He pushed me to my feet as he stood and 


ground out his cigarette in the ashtray on the sill. 


| fixed us breakfast and then we showered and dressed. | took him with me over to my parents’ to spend 


Christmas day with my family. 
"Mom and Dad, you remember my friend Taylor from the band?" 

"OF course, dear. Nice to see you again. Why aren't you with your family today?" 
"| had someone more important to be with today" He grinned 

A smile spread on my lips and a flush made my cheeks warm. 


"Oh!" My mother gasped. "You and he are..?" She asked me. 


| nodded, slipping my hand into Taylor's. 


"Oh! Well, come here, my darling!" She pulled Taylor into a hug and grinned at me, giving me an OK sign with 
her hand. 


| shook my head at her. 

My father grunted a greeting and returned to the living room. 

| introduced him to the rest of my family as my friend. He was intent on embarrassing me at every Turn, 
however. A kiss to my neck, a hand on my ass, whatever he could do to make me blush, he did. He eventually 
abandoned me to play video games with my cousins and nephews and niece. | was watching them from my seat 
on the sofa when Jus came and sat next to me. 

"He's sweet." 

"He's amazing. When he's clean" | added sadly. 

"| guess you'll have to make sure he stays that way.’ 

"| try. Every damn time, | try." 

"Try harder." She said quite simply. 


| looked at her. She smiled and squeezed my arm. 


"He gave me a picture of the two of us on the top of a mountain in Switzerland. Like, does he even understand 
the significance?" 


"He's the one that gave it to you. It must mean something to him." 

| put my arm around her shoulders. "Thanks, Jus." 

"Give him a chance, baby." 

"Easy for you to say. It's not your heart that shatters in a million pieces." 
"Then don't give him a chance. But you can't keep going back and forth like this." 
"| know." 


"But damn, he sure is cute." 


"| know." 


And just then, Natalie, my six year old niece, jumped on Taylor's back, wrapping her arms around his neck. He 


roared and stood up, carrying her, and stomped around the room. 

"Natalie, show me what you got for Christmas." 

He said to her as he carried her to the Christmas tree and all the toys underneath. 

The two of them sat under the tree, playing with her new Barbie dolls, for at least an hour. | brought him a 
bottle of beer and found them laying on their stomachs, feet up in the air. When | put it on the floor next to 
him, he looked at it. 

"Can | get a soda or something instead?" 

"Really?" 


He grinned and nodded. 


We spent New Year's Eve with my family. He refused to have a drink then also. And at midnight, he pulled me 


into his arms and kissed me so tenderly. 

"Happy New Year, Natie" He whispered in my ear. "I love you." 

"Happy New Year, Wing nut. | love you." 

At home, we made love and | spooned him afterward. | was delirious with happiness and fear. 
"Taylor?" | whispered. 


| know that tone of voice so I'm going to pretend l'm asleep." He mumbled. "But to answer your question, | love 


you and everything's going to be fine.” 
| squeezed him tighter. 
We went back to LA a couple days early and he stayed with me in the rental instead of going back to Newport. 


"I finally get to see the new place!" He joked and bounced from room to room, checking it out. | left him to 


wander while | took my bags to the bedroom. | heard him playing the guitar | had in the living room. 
"What is that?" | asked as | sat down next to him on the couch. 


"IFs called ‘Natie Mendel has a hot ass‘ Do you like it?" He said with a grin 


"| love it. Sounds like a hit to me." 

Our next show was in a week, Dave gathered us all together to have band practice for a couple days before 
we hit the road again. Taylor and | bounced into the studio together. Dave took one look at us and knew. Chris, 
on the other hand, looked both confused and, if | wasn't mistaken, a little sad 

"When did this happen again?" Dave asked. 

"Christmas Eve." | said with a smile. 

| hope you both know what you're doing.” 

"Wait, wait, wait. Nate, Taylor was the guy from the relationship?" 


| nodded. 


"And you're going to go through it all again?" 
He sounded angry. 


"No, not again." 
Taylor left my side and started toward Chris. 
"Wait! Stop it" 


"Nate, he fucking..Why are you going to put yourself through this again? You know he's just going fuck you up 


again." 


"Watch yourself, Shiflett. This has nothing to do with you. Why, were you the rebound guy?" 


Taylor asked him with a sneer. 

"No, | actually care about him. He's my friend and | don't like the way you keep fucking him over" 
"The way | keep fucking him over? Nate, what have you been felling him?" 

"| told him the truth about what happened Except | never told him it was you." 

"Fuck you both" Taylor muttered and walked out: 

| started after him when Dave stopped me. 


| told you to be careful." He barked at me and then turned to chase after Taylor. 


Sixteen 


Dave had managed to talk to Taylor and get him to return to practice but he was silent on the ride home, 


aside from his bouncing knee and drumming on the dash of the car. 


"Babe, you have to understand what the last five months were like for me. | needed a friend | needed someone 


to unload on, you know?" | started. 


"No, | know. I'm not mad at you about that. It's just that, for all the times you claimed to know | was a better 
man than the way | behaved, it feels like you don't really think that anymore." 


"| do believe you're a better man now than you were a year ago and you'll be better a year from now than 


you are now. You're growing up and I'm so proud of you." 
"But you still fear that I'm going to hurt you again" 


"Well, yeah. | know you will. Just as I'm sure I'll hurt you somehow also." | tried to avoid the real topic of 


concern here. 


"That's not what | mean and you know it. You're afraid you're going to find me on the floor, sloppy and high 


again" 
"Yeah, | am." | said softly. 
"Why?" 


"What do you mean, why? Because it's happened several times in the past. How am | supposed to be sure 
you're done with it now?" 


"| guess you're not.” 


"You still don't fucking get it about that, do you?" | let my frustration get the better of me as | heard my 
tone of voice change. "It isn't about what it does to me. It's about what it does to you. | fucking love you so 
goddamn much, Taylor. All your crazy stunts, all the silly shit you do, the shit that used to piss me off. All of 
it. | love it now. And | swear to God, | would rather see you clean for the rest of your life than be with you, if 
| had to make that choice. And | did once. | would rather see you live a healthy life more than | would rather 
have a half-assed life with you." 


"Is that what you think this is now? A half-assed life?" 


"No! Its not half-assed but I'm certainly open to discussing the future. If you're open to it" 


"I gotta find my own way over this, Natie. | appreciate that you care about me so much that it makes you 
angry. And if it was enough to help, trust me, I'd be grateful. But it's not. In fact, it hurts even more. | don't 
like dealing with the fact that | disappoint you. Just hang in there with me. That's all | ask of you." 

| shall do my best" | took his hand and squeezed it. 

Our schedule was light over the next few months. We did two or three shows a month and most of them 
were local. Chris and Taylor started getting along better. Chris and | would have long talks on the plane 
whenever we traveled. A couple times, he and | would take off and have dinner together. Taylor would hang out 
with Dave a lot. 

As the months wore on, we fell into a comfortable routine. He'd even started moving some of his things into 
the rental house. The lease on his beach house was up in August. | had discussed purchasing the rental house 
as | came to love the space and location. On occasion, he'd spend the night at Dave's or by himself at his place. 
| began to understand he just needed some time to himself, to be stupid and blow off steam by beating his 
drums or going surfing. Initially, | was afraid he was using, meeting up with his old friends but the more he 
proved me wrong, the more | trusted him and was happy to give him some space. Especially when he'd walk 
into the house the following morning. Some days he brought coffee and breakfast and crawled into bed with 
me, some days | was woken up by his guitar playing. 

One morning in late July, he was sitting on the edge of the bed when | woke up. 

"Hey." | smiled. 

"Hey, sleep well?" 

"Yeah, come here." | reached for him. 

He wouldn't let me pull him into my arms. 

"What's wrong, baby?" 

"'m..l'm kind of afraid. | wanted to talk to you." 

| sat up. My heart was in my throat. "Okay. What are you afraid of?" 


"The schedule coming up. It's been easy because we haven't traveled much but going overseas and doing show 
after show. That's usually when | needed to get a break before, you know?" 


itll be okay, baby. I'll be with you. I'll do some silly shit with you, we'll blow off some steam. You'll be fine.” 


"Promise?" 


"| promise. Come here." | opened my arms and he paused as he watched my face. | nodded, giving him 
reassurance. He climbed over me and stretched out on his side next to me. He wrapped an arm around my 
waist. 

"Natie, everything is just so perfect. I'm so freaked out." 

"I know you are, Wing nut. But trust me and trust yourself. You're the one making it perfect 


"Please don't do that. You know | hate the pressure it puts on me." 


"No pressure, l'm paying you a compliment. You're doing a great job and l'm very happy with you. It doesn't 
mean you have to go out and fuck up." 


"Let's just lay here in the quiet. The last quiet we're gonna have for a while. Maybe I'll figure out how to be 
quiet for good someday." He said with a sigh. 


| kissed the top of his head. "Okay, babe." 

It worried me that Wing nut, of all people, was craving the quiet. 

Our first show was scheduled in London on August I5th. We flew over on the 4th. Chris and | went off to 
have dinner at this vegan place he knew of that I'd never been to before. Tay said he and Dave wanted to hit 
up the restaurant in the hotel and they'd meet us after for drinks at the bar. 

I'm worried about Tay." | said to Chris over dinner. 


"Why? He's been great. He really seems to have turned a corner." 


"Yeah, | thought that too but he's been edgy for the past couple weeks and he came to me a few days ago 
and said he was scared about this trip." 


"But that's good that he recognizes it. He'll be fine, buddy." 
"Thanks, man. | really appreciate it" 

"You guys are just perfect together, too. l'm jealous." He grinned. 
"Jealous? OF who? Him or me?" 

"Him, of course." 


"Shut up." 


"Yeah, | was wrong before. You'd totally be my type, Mendel" 

"Shut up!" And | felt my face flush. | took a long drink of my beer. 

He laughed softly. "I'm teasing you. Your cheeks match your hair now’ 

| sighed. "Ass" 

"You want mine?" 

"Chris! Stop!" | hissed. 

And he laughed some more. The way his eyes danced was both infuriating and endearing, 


We walked back to the hotel and met Dave and Taylor in the bar. | gave Taylor a look when | saw him with a 
shot of something in one hand and a bottle of beer in the other. 


"Hey? You okay?" 

"Yep! Great! Come here." And he downed the shot and put the glass down on the bar to free up his hand in 
order to grab my arm and yank me against his chest. He pressed his open mouth against mine and forced his 
tongue between my lips. 

"Babe." | breathed, trying to wiggle out of his embrace. 

"lm fine, Natie. Just a couple drinks. Just loosening up. Come on, have a shot with me." 

Against my better judgement, | relented and did a few shots with Tay and Dave and Chris. In fact, all four of 
us got a little wasted. We were loud and obnoxious and drank until the bar closed for the night. Chris and Dave 
took a couple pretty blonde girls upstairs with them while Tay and | stumbled up after them. 

| was about to open the door to our room when he grabbed my arm and spun me around to face him. He took 
my face in his hands and pulled me into a kiss. One hand slid down and yanked my knee up against his hip. His 
pelvis was pressed against mine and | could feel his hard cock. 

"Let me open the door." | mumbled against his mouth. 

"Nope. Right here.” He giggled. 


"No, baby. Just, let's go inside.” 


He kissed me again and his hands were quickly unbuckling my belt. 


“Taylor, no.." | tried to push his hands away and turn around. 


"NO!" He growled at me and pushed my shoulders against the door. He slid down to his knees in front of me 
and unbuttoned my pants. | let him think I'd given in but while he was concentrating on freeing my cock from 
my pants, | slid the card into the door handle and turned it, opening the door. | fell backwards, into the room, 


bringing him with me. 


He giggled. "Good one, Natie." 
And we fucked right there on the floor. 


Seventeen 


| stood next to my Wing nut as we waited to go on stage. He was jumping up and down, twisting his neck back 
and forth, drumming on the wall with his sticks. 


"You okay, babe?" | asked, 
"Anxious. A little nervous." 


"You're gonna be great." | told him, wrapping an arm about his back, hoping to get him to stop hopping for a 


minute. 


He did stop moving altogether and turned to look me in the eye. "If | don't get a chance to tell you later, | love 
you and ..l'm..well, | love you." And then he kissed my cheek. 


‘| love you, too. And what do you mean if you don't get a chance to tell me later?" 

Before he could answer, though, we were being ushered onto the stage. 

Throughout the set, | kept looking back at him and he smiled at me, winked a couple times and made me realize 
that perhaps | was on high alert for no reason. Perhaps the things | had seen as red flags, such as the 


drinking, and being rough with me last night, and the ominous comments were nothing at all. 


After the show, Chris and Dave insisted we hit up an English pub across from the hotel. "Just a couple 
celebratory shots," they said. 


"We don't have to go if you don't want to." Taylor whispered in my ear as we snuggled together in the back of 
the van on our way back to the hotel. 


‘Its entirely up to you." | told him. "I'd prefer to get a shower with you, make love to you, and fall asleep in 
your arms. But you choose." | giggled. 


"We're skipping the bar!" He shouted and then kissed my mouth. 


"Fucking hell you are! This is a band thing, goddamn it! You're both going. You can fuck each other's brains out 
afterward. There'll be plenty of time for it” 


After we showered together and | went down on him, Taylor and | dressed to go out. 


"You look adorable." | told him as | watched him put on jeans and a button down white shirt. He asked me to 


help him roll the sleeves up and he left the neck unbuttoned to the middle of his chest. 


"You don't look half bad yourself, Natie. Let's stay here, please. Take me to bed" He wrapped his arms around 
my waist and pulled me against him, sliding his hands underneath the grey sweater | had on. 


"You know he'd only come and bang on the door until we opened it. Let's just go, have a couple shots and then 


come back here real quick" 

He smiled faintly and kissed me again. 

"You don't have to drink, hon. You can have something else, if that's what is troubling you." 

"Nah, I'll be fine. Like you said, just a couple." 

A couple turned into a couple too many. A lot too many. Once again, the four of us were trashed. We were 
dancing and singing and making friends with some local people; women. As one of them slid up against Taylor, 
grinding into him, he reached a hand toward me and pulled me against her back She squealed with obvious 
delight when | began to grind against her and she damn near fainted when Taylor reached past her head to 
grab me and pull me into his kiss. The next thing | knew, there's a small, female body pressed against my ass 
and two larger, calloused hands holding my upper arms. Chris. So now there's a long train of us, men and 


women, grinding upon each other, mouths and hands exploring. And then Dave. 


"Look at you sick motherfuckers!" He bellowed. "Why don't you all go back to a room and just have a sick, 
fucking orgy? l'm taking Sherry here-" 


"Stephanie!" 

"Stephanie. l'm taking Stephanie up to my room to show her my...” 
"Your.. CD collection?" Chris offered. 

"Yes! Exactly. My CD collection Let's go, Stacey." 


Taylor bought an entire bottle of Crown from the bar and the three of us, along with our new friends, passed 


the bottle around until it was empty. | was barely able to stand and | pawed at Tay. 
"We should go. m really fucking wrecked! 

"Pretty soon | gotta find a bathroom. Be back in a minute. 

"No, baby. Let's go back to the room. You can go there” 

"| cantt make it back to the room!" He giggled and kissed my nose. "Be right back" 


The minutes ticked by and | lost track of him in the crowded bar. 


"Chris, you see Tay? He went to the bathroom and it's been too long. | don't see him." 
"Oh, would you relax? He's fine. Come on, lets get another bottle." 


"No fucking way. | am toast!" | could hear my words slur and my eyes couldn't focus. My body was swaying. "| 


gotta find the Wing nut and get the fuck outta here." 


Chris pushed me down into a chair. "Stay right here, I'll find him. You can barely stand. Don't move. I'll be right 
back." 


| watched Chris make his way to the back of the bar, toward the bathrooms. But then | lost sight of him. 
"Hey, Ginger. | never caught your name." One of our female friends plopped into my lap, right on my dick. 
"Ow! Shit!" | shifted her to my thigh. "Its Natie. Nate. It's Nate." 


‘lm Geri. So you and the pretty blonde. You, uh, you know?" And she made a motion with her hands, one fist 
banging into her open palm. 


"Yes, we fuck" 

"Ah. Well, you fancy a third tonight? A girl?" 

| don't think so." 

| saw Chris rush out of the back, toward the bar. He leaned over it and called one of the bartenders over to 
him and said something hurriedly while hitching a thumb back toward the bathroom. His eyes glanced up 
toward me and | stood up. Geri fell on her ass and cursed at me while still on the floor. Chris held his hand up 
and shook his head. When | started toward him, forcing my way through the crowd of people, he rushed 
toward me. 

‘Its okay, Nate. It's fine. We're just gonna get him outta here and he'll be fine.” 

"What? What do you mean? What happened?" 

"He'll be fine." 

"WHAT HAPPENED, CHRIS?2" | screamed at him, even though his face was about three inches from mine. | 
pushed past him, toward the bathroom. The bartender was already in there, kneeling over Taylor as he lay on 


the floor, convulsing and vomiting. 


"What the fuck?!" | screamed and fell to my knees. | reached for him when the bartender threw his arms 


around my chest and pulled me away. "Taylor, Taylor! No!" 

"Your friend take pills?" The bartender asked me. 

"What? Nol No. Used to. Used to’ 

And the bartender shoved an empty pill bottle in my hand. Vicodin In Taylor's name. Refilled three days ago. 


"Oh, Jesus, God. No." | mumbled as | fell to the floor on my ass. Chris appeared then, wrapping an arm around 


my shoulders. "He was using again and | never even fucking knew. How did | not see it?" 

Taylor's body had gone still and quiet and my heart was in my throat. | jumped over and laid across his chest, 
sobbing. "You stupid motherfucker! How could you?? HOW COULD YOU DO THIS TO ME??? Stupid, stupid Wing 
nut. WHY???" 


Chris pulled me off of him by my shoulders and just as my head crossed his heart, | heard it. | heard his 
heart beating! 


‘Chris! Chris, it's beating! He's alive! CHRIS!!!" | struggled to break away from his hold on me and pull Taylor into 


my arms and rock him, trying to wake him up. 


"Nate, come on, let the paramedics take care of him. We'll go to the hospital also. We'll go right in the 


ambulance with him. Come on" 


Chris coaxed me off of Taylor and | watched in stunned silence as the paramedics lifted him onto a stretcher, 
covered his face with an oxygen mask, strapped him down and wheeled him out. Chris all but picked me up as 


we walked behind the stretcher outside the pub and into the back of the ambulance. 

"Immediate family?" One of the paramedics asked us. 

"We're his band mates. This is his boyfriend. Closest he's got to family." Chris explained. 

"Fine, in you go." 

The guy asked me all kinds of questions, most of which | forgot as soon as they came out of the guy's mouth. 
| could see both Chris and the paramedic becoming frustrated with me but Jesus Christ, my boyfriend was 
lying in front of me, dying. 


"Nate, Natie, the guy needs that pill bottle. Do you still have it?" Chris asked gently. 


"Don't call me that." | mumbled and reached into my pants pocket for the empty bottle. As | reached across 
Taylor's body to hand it to the man, my hand involuntarily squeezed and broke the plastic into pieces. 


At the hospital, Chris lowered me into a chair as we watched Taylor get wheeled into a room and the door 


close behind a team of doctors and nurses. Chris sat next to me and let me sob into his shoulder. 
"He's going to be okay, Nate." Chris whispered against my hair. 

"He's gonna fucking die." | muttered. 

"No, he isn't. He's not going to die. Hang in there, Nate, please. Don't think that.” 

"I told him to stop so many times!" Now | felt inexplicable rage building inside of me. 


"I know you did. | have to call Dave, okay? Can you sit here and wait? If the doctors come out, come and get 


me. I'll be right over there." And he pointed to the corridor. 
| nodded. 


When Dave rushed through the door, he stomped right up to me and screamed, "| FUCKING TOLD YOU TO BE 
CAREFUL!" 


At first, | was shocked. And then it occurred to me. | jumped up and got in his face, "YOU TOLD ME TO BE 
CAREFUL??? YOU'RE THE ONE WHO GOT HIM DRINKING AGAIN!" And | pushed Dave away from me by with two 
flat palms on his chest. 


"You stupid asshole." He growled and shoved at me with his lowered shoulder. 


"GUYS! GUYS! Stop it, before they kick us all out and then nobody will get to find out what's going on" Chris 


stepped in between us and gave me a pleading look. 


We sat in the waiting room, Dave and | were fuming at each other. Chris sat between us, looking worried and 


tired. 


When the doctor came out, he asked who Taylor's next of kin was. | immediately said it was me and had to 


explain my relationship to him. 


"Mr. Hawkins overdosed on alcohol and Vicodin. He's in a coma, l'm afraid. | wish there was more | could tell you 


but it could be days, it could be weeks, it could be longer than that. We just don't know at this time.” 


"Thanks." | muttered. And | literally felt my heart turn cold. Fuck this, | thought. I'm done. l'm done with this, 
with him, with this band. | want out. | want never to feel like this again. 


"lm going home. Call me if he dies. Otherwise, don't bother calling me at all." 


"Nate! Nate, wait! You can't just go. You, you guys love each other. Come on. | know it hurts. Please stay!" 


Chris chased after me. 

"| can't. | cant watch him die" And tears came once more. 

"He's not going to die. He'll pull through, hon. He will Come on Come and see him. I'l stay with you." 
"No! No. No. | can't. Im going home 

"Then at least fucking say goodbye. You owe him that much" 


He didn't look like my Wing nut. He was too still. He was only in a flimsy, white cloth gown with a bed sheet up 


to his chest. There were tubes in his mouth and nose, wires attached to his fingers. 


"He's never been so quiet and still before." | whispered. | took his hand in one of mine and tucked a strand of 


his hair behind his ear. "Wing nut, | tried. | really tried. Please forgive me." 


| kissed the tip of his nose. 


Eighteen 
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"When you cried, I'd wipe away all of your tears 
When you'd scream, I'd fight away all of your fears 
And | held your hand through all of these years 
But you still have all of me 


You used to captivate me by your resonating light 
Now, I'm bound by the life you left behind 
Your face it haunts my once pleasant dreams 


Your voice it chased away all the sanity in me" 


| stared up at the ceiling fan. The stereo was on maximum volume, it made the windows rattle but | didn't 
care. | think | was on playback number 136 of this song. | was hoping to drown in it. And if that didn't work, | 
had enough whisky in the house to do the trick How did it come to this? How could | allow one man to utterly 
destroy me? One man | didn't even like. | loved. | love. | still love so very much. Then why did you run away? 
Because | was scared. Scared to face the possibility of a world without him in it. Of my world without him in it. 
If | push him out myself first, it's different. | did it, therefore | can blame myself. 


The memories of his body shaking, of his vornit-soaked clothing, of feeling his still body underneath me, of 
peeling off the dry, crusted-over sweater that night inside the quiet hotel room, of shouting at Dave, all 
flooded me. | let them come, one by one, to haunt me. But the one that did the most damage was the memory 
of when | packed up all his things inside the hotel room. All the clothing that smelled just like him, all his music 
and the silly toys, the cigarettes, the sticks, his toiletries in the bathroom, of finding it buried deep inside the 
pocket of his suitcase. | thought I'd lost it. | didn't think twice about it after I'd written it off. | remembered 
pulling it out and staring at it, trying to recall the last time | had it. The first time he visited me in Seattle. | 
slid to the floor and clutched it against my face, soaking it with tears. | was wearing it the night we made love 


the first time. 
And | was wearing it now. I'd been wearing it for three days straight. 


"Natel" | was yanked out of my daze by a voice yelling my name. "Nate! Are you here?" Someone yelling 


through the bedroom window. Fuck it, they'll go away eventually. 
"| can see your legs. Are you awake? Nate!” 


"Go away." | screamed. 


"Open the fucking door! | need to talk to youl” 

Back to staring at the fan. The song had started over. 
‘lm so tired of being here 

Suppressed by all my childish fears 

And if you have to leave 

| wish that you would just leave 

Your presence still lingers here 


And it won't leave me alone" 


There was now pounding and shouting at my front door. Moments later, | heard glass break. And a moment 


later, someone was standing over me, blocking my view of the fan 


"Come on, wildcat, get up." Chris said with his hands on his hips. "I broke your window, by the way." He stepped 


over me and turned the stereo off. "Nice, depressing song. How many times did you listen to it?" 
"One hundred and thirty-seven" | mumbled. 

"Get up." 

"Leave me alone." 

"Nathan Mendel, get the fuck up." He tried to reach for my arm. 

| jerked it away and yelled at him. "Get the fuck out of my house and leave me alone!" 

"He woke up." He simply said. 

| blinked. "What?" 


Chris smiled and laughed softly. "He woke up. And who the fuck do you think he asked for after he told Dave 
to fuck off?" 


| stared at him, shocked. 
"So get off the fucking floor and get a shower, you fucking stink" 
| let him take my arm this time and pull me up. | wobbled and sunk down on the edge of the bed. 


"He's okay?" | asked in a hushed voice. 


"He's going to be fine, yes. Although, if | were him, l'd be pretty fucking pissed that my boyfriend was halfway 


around the world. Just saying." 


My eyes found the floor as tears ran down my cheeks. Then | felt Chris's finger under my chin, he lifted my 
face to look up at his. 


"I know you were freaking out. | know your heart is broken but Nate, when you sign up to love someone, it 

can't be conditional. You can't keep punishing him like this. He fucked up, a lot, apparently. But you take the bad 
with the good. An addiction like this is not something he can turn on and off. And he certainly doesn't do it just 
to piss you off. He's sick and he needed you. If you love him, find the strength to stick it out and help. Not run 


away." 

Fucking Chris, | thought. But | wrapped my arms around his waist and pressed my face into his thigh and cried 
openly. | felt his fingers gently rake through my hair. God, it felt so good, receiving that little, comforting 
touch. We stayed that way for several minutes. Eventually, | felt his hands pressing my head tighter against 
his thigh. Was he..? Did he want me to..? But abruptly, he hooked his hands under my armpits and pulled me to 


my feet. Our faces were inches apart and his blue eyes looked sad as his lips smiled. 


"Let's get you in the shower and I'll find something for you to eat” He kissed my forehead. “Everything's gonna 
be okay." 


He pushed me into the bathroom and started the shower for me. "I'm not gonna take your clothes off for you, 
however. | might come in and wash your back for you though, prison style.” He winked. "Burn that shirt, by the 
way. It stinks." 

"He stole it from me." | said quietly. 

"What?" 


It was mine. | lost it, or so | thought. | found it in his bag when we left London It's my old high school gym 
shirt. Wildcat Pride. | was wearing it the night we first..." 


"Oh. Okay, don't burn it. But damn, wash it at least." 


After | showered and put on clean clothes, | found Chris in the kitchen. He was standing at the stovetop, 


cooking something. 
"You had a shit ton of alcohol in the pantry and refrigerator. | poured it all out.” 
"WHAT! WHY?2" 


"Because you don't need it. And neither does he." 


"He's not coming back here." 

"You never know, do you? You eat eggs, | assume, since they were in there too. Omelet?" 
"Yes, please." 

He leaned against the counter, watching me eat his food. 

"Not hungry?" | asked. 

"l ate already." 

"Chris, why do you care so much?" 


"What do you mean, why do | care so much? You're my friend and this is my band. You think | want to see 


two of my band mates crash and burn?" 
"Ah, | see your angle. Let's get the band back together as quickly as possible, Chris needs a paycheck." 


"Exactly. | got rent to pay, motherfuckers! The way | see it, you and Tay need to pay my rent for me for a 
few months since all this happened.” He said with a smirk 


"Il gladly pay your rent for you. It's the least | could do." 


"Actually, the least you can do is these dishes. I'm going to check out your CD collection Not a euphemism." He 
held up his hands. 


After | finished cleaning up the kitchen, | joined him in the living room, watching him pull CDs out, read the 
back insert, open the case, put it back. He pulled out Sunny Day Real Estate and grinned at me. 


"Confession?" 
| nodded 

"| never heard of Sunny Day until | met you’ 
| laughed. "You're not alone in that confession" 
He went fo the stereo and put the disc in 
"Oh, God" | groaned 


| sat the couch and watched him as he listened. | cringed when he picked up the guitar and started to pluck 


along with the song. | was impressed with how quickly he picked out the notes and the tune. 


We listened to CD after CD, he made jokes about my taste, even when he came across a No Use For A Name 
disc. 


"Mendel! m touched" 

"Don't be. | never listen to it. It sucks’ 

He sat next to me and yawned. "I's really late. | should probably take off. You gonna be okay?" 
"Yes. But you dont have to go. | got a spare room or.” 

a 

"Nothing, Let me show you the spare room" 

"| can.l can do that if you need me to" He said shyly, looking away. 

"Do what?" 

"Sleep with you" 


**"My Immortal" by Evanescence 


Nineteen 


| stared at Chris, not entirely sure | heard him correctly. Sleep with me? Like..sex? 


As if reading my mind, he clarified. "| don't mean like fucking! Just, you know, if you want to hold onto 
something, you can hold onto me." 


| was actually relieved. What would | do if he wanted to go to bed with me? Who am | kidding? I'd probably fuck 


him. 

"Before we go to sleep though, you need to do something." 

"What?" 

"Call Dave." 

"No! | don't want to talk to him right now." 

"Fucking call him. | mean it" Chris handed me his cell phone. 

| dialed Dave and he answered, "Hey, Chris!" 

"Uh, it's Nate. How is he?" 

"Nate. You should be here yourself to see how he is!" He said to me. | could hear my Wing nut in the 
background asking Dave for the phone. My heart leapt into my throat. Please. Please give him the phone. "He 
wants to talk to you." 

"Good, please!" 

"Natie?" 

"Oh, God!" | choked out as my eyes filled with tears again 

"Natie. l'm so sorry. Why aren't you here? Wait, never mind. | know why you're not here." 

"Wing nut. I'm the one that's sorry. | should be there." 


"You were right. We're just bad for each other. | understand now. | hurt you and I'm sorry." 


"No, nol Taylor, no. You didn't hurt me. You're sick | know that now. You need me and | failed you." 


'| foiled you. l'm really sorry." 
"Do you want me to come back?" | asked him 

"No. No, don't. You don't want to see me here" 

"Babe, tell me what you want me to do. Anything. 

"Will you never call again? Hate me like you should" 

"What?" | know | didn't hear him correctly. "Taylor, what?" But the call had ended 

| dropped the phone in Chris's lap and stood up. | turned a circle in the middle of the room 
"What? What did he say?" 

"He said never call him again and hate him like | should” 


"Fuck. Its my fault. | thought he'd be glad to hear from you. | thought it'd help. I'm sorry, Nate." Chris stood 


and pulled me into his embrace. 

| held Chris tight with my arms around his neck and my face against his shoulder. | felt his hand rubbing 
gentle circles in the small of my back. Warm breath against the back of my neck caused an unfamiliar knot to 
form in my stomach. | turned to face him and slowly, my fingers traced his jaw, drawing his mouth closer to 
mine. And he was letting me! 


"Stop me. For God's sake, Chris, stop me!" | breathed. 


He inhaled sharply and delicately pushed me back. "I'm sorry, Nate. | just feel awful. He doesn't mean it. When 


he comes home, you can sit and talk" 

"LL think | should be alone 

"Are you sure? It's okay, hon. | won't let you do something you'll regret" 
"Fuck! Chris, don't even say it like that. Sounds like you want it" 

"| don't. | really don't. If you want me to leave, | will" 

"| want you to stay" 


He laid next to me in my bed, in the spot that Taylor used to occupy. Initially, we laid side by side, on our 


backs. The silence and stillness was deafening. Taylor's broken voice filled my ears. "Hate me like you should." | 


sniffled, trying not to cry again. Chris's hand covered mine and | lost control. 
"Come here." He whispered in the dark and clasped my hand, pulling me toward him. 


| slept more soundly than | had since we returned. Chris was already awake. He hadn't moved but kept an arm 


around me until | awoke. 

"Morning! Get a good night's sleep?" 

"| think so. Thark you" 

After breakfast, Chris said he had things to do. "Come with me" 

"Nah. Not a good idea. Look at me, | was already in your arms, Chris. It's not a far leap from here. 


He smiled. "| understand. If | wasn't sure the two of you would work things out, | might not let you off so 
easily.” 


"But you're not..you don't like..Chris?” | raked a hand through my hair. This fucking guy was confusing the ever 
loving shit out of me. Not what | needed right now. "Look, | love that you came here and you did everything 
you could do to help me. But the last thing | need right now is you flirting with me. You're warm and caring 
and beautiful but." 

He cut me off with the wave of his hand. "Say no more. I'm sorry, Nate. | don't know..| guess | just saw you in 
such a vulnerable place, | wanted badly to make you feel better. Even that. Let me take off. Maybe a little 
time away will give us both a bit of perspective. I'll call you later, okay?" 

"Okay. | really love that you care so much." 


He flashed me a brilliant smile and slid off the stool. "See ya." 


| convinced myself that | was only going to replenish my whisky supply. But there he was, behind the counter 
when | walked in. 


"Ginger! Haven't seen ya in a while. Thought maybe you hopped on the wagon" 
"Still interested in going to a party?" 
"Hell yeah! | get off at ten 


"Perfect. Here's the address." | picked up the pen from the counter and wrote my address on his palm. "Don't 
be late." | gazed into the boy's chocolate brown eyes and slipped my lips around his thumb. 


| bought an obscene amount of alcohol and brought it home. | cracked the first bottle open and drank it down. 
"These wounds won't seem to heal 

This pain is just too real 

There's just too much that time cannot erase" ** 

Tyler rang the doorbell a few minutes after ten 

"Come in Welcome to the party!" | shouted. 

"No one else here." 


| raked my eyes over the boy's delicious, little body. "Did you honestly think there would be?" 


"| wasn't sure." He answered, trying to convince me with his flushed cheeks and downcast eyes that he was 
the naive, innocent type. 


"Please. Save it. You know exactly why you're here." 


He grinned, still staring at the floor. And the next thing | knew, my back was against the wall and Tyler was on 


his knees before me. 
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My arms instinctively pulled the body next to me closer as | stretched | nuzzled into the body's neck and 


inhaled. Something was off but my semiconscious brain didn't catch on right away. 

‘Mmm, Taylor." | sighed. My hands glided down his ribs to his hips. 

‘Its Tyler." 

"Taylor." | breathed against his neck. 

"Tyler!" He said loudly and pushed away from me. 

My eyes opened and | was startled by the sight in front of me. Not Taylor, a young kid. | groaned. "Oh, fuck." 
"Well, that's nice. Good morning to you!" 

"The kid from the liquor store. When did you get here?" 

"You don't remember anything?" 

"No. Well, sort of. | remember going to the store and inviting you back here. Everything else is a blur." 
"Good thing | didn't rob you or worse, fuck you then kill you." 

"Did we..2" 

Tyler stood up, off the bed, completely naked. "What do you think?" 

| groaned again. "Shit" 

"Boyfriend away or something?" 

"Something like that. How'd you know?" 

"Just a hunch. I'm not exactly new to this. When's he coming home?" 

| don't know yet” 


"Well, you know where to find me. By the way, by looking at you, nobody would ever guess what a freak you 
are. Where did you learn all that?" 


"Where do you think?" 

"Boyfriend? Lucky guy.” 

‘Nope, | am. Was." | realized, sadly. 

"Yet you fucked me last night" 

"Hts complicated. Look, can | make you coffee or something?" 

The kid laughed. "Sweet, but | know how this works. I'l be outta here in like five minutes’ 

"Thanks." 

| was about to close the door after the kid when Chris's car pulled into the driveway, blocking Tyler in 


"Get outta the way, dude!" Tyler called, making a turn around motion with his hand in the air. "The boyfriend 


back sooner than expected?" 
"That's not the boyfriend! 

"Well, look at you. The fiery haired sex god" Tyler smirked 

"He's just a friend. Get outta here, okay?" 

Chris had to wait on the street for Tyler to leave. Once he pulled in and parked his car, he berated me 
"What the fuck was that, Nate? Was he even legal? What is wrong with you?" 


"Don't give me any shit! If it wasn't him, it would have been you, okay?" And then the wheels turned. "Wait, is 


this because you're jealous?” 
"No, I'm not jealous. l'm looking out for you! You have a boyfriend, Nate!" 


"Not anymore. He told me not to call him again, remember? Are you sure this isn't because you're jealous? 


You all but dove into my pants the other day." 
"You're acting like a fucking idiot. Are you wasted? Did you go out and get more booze?" 
"Yes. I'm a grown ass man. If | want to have a drink, well fuck, lim gonna have a drink" 


"Yeah, you're acting very grown up right now. You're really not going to call him?" 


"Nope. He doesn't want me to." 


"No wonder the two of you crashed and burned. You're both so goddamn stubborn and stupid. You more than 


him. 
"Me?!" 

"Yeah, you. Fight for him!" 

| have no more fight left.” 

"You're an idiot. l'm going. Call me, | guess. No, wait. Call him." 

| sat at the kitchen counter with my phone in my hand. With a long sigh, | dialed Dave. 

"Hello, Nate." 

"Hey. How is he?" 

"Doing good. We're coming home next week, probably.’ 

‘Oh, wow. Oh, that's so great! I'm so relieved. Thank you! Thank you so much!" 

"Do you want to talk to him?" 

"I'd love to. Does he want to talk to me?" 

After a pause, | heard his low, steady voice. No cracks this time. "Nate, how are you?" 

"Pretty shitty, Wing nut. | miss you so much!" 

| wish you wouldn't. When | get back, Nate, Dave is going to get my things from your house. I'm going to stay 
with him for a bit. Until I'm ready to find a new place. He's going to clear out the rest of my things from the 
beach house too. Would you give him your key?" 


"Taylor? Can we talk about this?" 


“There's nothing to talk about. I've made up my mind. I'm really sorry for everything. You deserve someone 


that can live up to the kind of man you should be with. I'm not it. | never was." 
"But | love you. I've always loved you. You're it. The one." 


"No, l'm not. I'm just me. You're in love with a version of me that doesn't exist." 


"Please don't do this, Taylor. | need you." My voice cracked as my eyes burned with tears. 


"God, Natie. It's not easy but the truth is | need to get healthy and | don't know if | can do that and also be 
with you.” 


"But that's all | ever wanted for you! | can help you!" 

"Okay. Look, we'll talk when | come home." 

"Okay! Okay, good. Wing nut, | really love you and | am so sorry for letting you down" 

‘| love you, too." 

Dave and Taylor came home on a Monday. On Tuesday, | stood at Dave's front door. 

"Nate, come in. He's still asleep." 

"Good, | thought we should talk” 

‘I'm sorry about the night at the hospital. | shouldn't have yelled at you. But | don't believe the two of you 
should be together. You're not good for each other. He frustrates you and you intimidate him. You both cause 


each other anxiety.” 


| bristled. Now it was becoming clear to me why Taylor was attempting to break up with me. "I don't fucking 


believe this. You've been filling his head with this shit!" 


"We've discussed it at great length but | have not been filling his head with anything. He is capable of 
independent thought." 


"You're a fucking dick!" My temper had gotten the better of me and! was standing and yelling at him. 
"Nate?" | heard Taylor behind me. 

| spun around and there he was, my perfect Wing nut. He'd lost a lot of weight and his face was drawn and 
pale but he was beautiful, nonetheless. | grabbed him. He was back in my arms and | squeezed him so tightly, 
kissing his sweet lips. 

"Taylor, | am so happy to see you! | missed you so much! Please say you forgive me! Please!" 


‘Nothing to forgive. | understand what you went through. Do you want take a walk outside?" 


"Yeah! Yeah, sounds good." 


"Im okay, Dave. I'll be back in a few." He squeezed Dave's shoulder as Dave and | glared at each other. 
Outside, we walked in silence for several minutes. 

"| need time." He finally said. 

"Okay." 

| need you to understand me." 

"Okay." 

"| need to not see you. For a little while. Can you do that for me?" 

"Taylor, | learned an awful lesson here. | did a terrible job of hearing you before. | want you to know that | 
hear you now. And for you, | would do anything. If you need space from me, you got it. Just get better and 


know that | love and value you. Not my version of you, the real you." 


"I'm not the only one who grew up a little, huh?" 


Twenty-one 


Author's Notes: 
Phil Collins\ Against All Odds 
and Blue October\'s Hate Me 


were used in this chapter 


We said goodbye in the driveway so that | didn't have to see Dave again. Taylor held my face in his hands and 
smiled when he gazed into my eyes. My teary, blurry eyes. He wiped the tears away with his fingers. 


"Don't cry, Natie" He said softly. 

| held him tightly and felt his arms wrap around my neck as | buried my face in his shoulder. 
"Shh, please don't cry. | need you to be strong." 

‘Promise you'll still be mine." 


"IIl always be your Wing nut" He pulled back to hold my head again and look me in the eye. "I'm not just going 
to forget about us." 


His kiss was breathtaking and full of desperate need. As if he realized that, he abruptly pulled away. "I'll be in 
touch." was all he said as he turned toward the door. | was left, standing there, watching him walk out of my 


life. 


"How can | just let you walk away, 
Just let you leave without a trace? 
When | stand here taking every breath with you, ooh ooh 


You're the only one who really knew me at all 


How can you just walk away from me 

When all | can do is watch you leave? 

‘Cause we've shared the laughter and the pain 
And even shared the tears 


You're the only one who really knew me at all" 


"Don't even fucking tell me we're back to this again?" Chris shouted over the stereo. He stepped over me again 


and turned it off. "How many times?" 


"Sixty-two." 


"Jesus fucking Christ, Nate. Why do | even bother? And damn, if you're gonna listen to shitty, sappy, love 


songs, can you pick something better than this?" 
"| don't know. Why do you bother?" 

"Get up." 

"| don't want to." 


And then he straddled me and sat on my stomach. "Since you won't get up, I'll just come down here." He 


bounced up and down and wiggled his ass against me. 
"Fuck! You have a bony ass. Get off me." 

"Nope" 

"Fine. Sit there." 

He smiled as he looked down at me. 

"Why are you here anyway?" 

"Just giving you the opportunity to apologize to me." 
"Apologize to you? For what?" 

"For the crass shit you said to me the other day." 
"Oh. That. Yeah, that was shitty of me. Sorry." 

"And to make sure you don't go fucking any teenagers again 
"He's twenty-one." 

"And you're an old man Knock if off." 

‘I'm thirty-two. l'm not an old man!" 

"To that kid, you are." 


"Please get off of me." | said calmly. 


He slid off me and sat cross-legged on the floor beside me. "See what happens when you approach something 


differently than you had previously?" 
"Yeah, yeah, yeah. You're just so smart." 


"Damn right, | am. So tell me, how are you going to approach Taylor differently? Running away seems to have 
worked out so well." 


"This is what he asked me to do." 

"So? What do you want to do?" 

| sighed and rested a forearm over my eyes. "| want to go back there and throw him over my shoulder and 
bring him back here. | want to tell him what a fucking asshole I've been and beg him to take me back. | want 


never to let him feel like | don't adore and worship him. Because | do." 


Chris rested a hand on my stomach and wiggled it gently. "Ill tell you what. If someone felt like that about me, 
they'd be my drug of choice." 


Chris continued to provide pep talks and | decided to give Taylor two more weeks. | called Dave. 
"Can | talk to him?" 

"He's not here” 

"What? Where is he?" | started to panic 

"He's in therapy. He meets with a therapist three times a week" 

"Oh, wow. That's so great! Im so happy to hear that, Davel* 

"Yeah, he's really got his shit together now. So maybe don't try to call here again" 
"What? Why?" 

"Because, Nate, he's doing well Im afraid you'd set him back" 

"Oh. Oh, | see 

"| know it hurts to hear but you have to face it, you guys just weren't meant to be 


"lIl have to see him sometime, we are in the band, you know. Or have you forgotten about the band?" 


"Why would | forget? We're going to start working on a new record soon | just think we all need a little more 


time apart, okay? Then we'll regroup and get to work and we'll be fine." 


"Yeah, sure. Fine." And | hung up. ‘We all need a little more time apart: echoed in my head. Since when was Dave 


part of my ‘we! ? Since you let him, asshole. Since you left him in that hospital in London, with your boyfriend. 


Three more weeks passed and | hadn't heard one single word from Taylor or from Dave. | was in misery. And | 
was out of whiskey. 


| waited until late in the evening to go to the store, just to make sure there'd be no surprise calls or visits 


from Chris. 

"Well, well, well. There's my fiery haired sex god. It's been a while and you didn't even call me." 

"What time do you get off?" 

"Probably about an hour after | leave here." 

"Remember how to get to the house?" 

"Of course. See you in a little bit. Can you not be wasted this time or is that the only way you can get off?" 
"Ill see what | can do." 

Tyler knocked on the door and | was mostly sober this time. | drank just enough to feed my libido. Not that | 

really needed to once Tyler took his clothes off. His body was incredibly similar to that of Taylor's and feeling 
it coiled around me gave me such sweet relief. Even sober, my mind tricked me into believing he was Taylor 

for a moment. 

He stuck around in the morning and let me make coffee and a bowl of cereal for him. 

"That boyfriend never came back, did he?" 

"He did. And we broke up." 

"That's a shame. Taylor, was it?" 

"Yeah." 


"Yeah, you kept calling his name last night when you were alseep." 


"| did? I'm sorry.” 


"No biggie. So what do you do?" He slid off the stool and walked around the kitchen and living room, looking at 
the things on the walls and shelves and my CDs. | stayed where | was, leaning on my folded arms against the 
island. 

"l'm in a band." 

"Oh, cool. Where do you play? Local shit?" 

"Nah, all over." 

Then he turned. "I don't even know your name." 

"Its Nate." 

"Nate. Nathan?" 

| nodded. 

"Nate's better." 

"Tyler, you said last time you knew how this worked. Um, you. do this a lot?" 

"Can't you tell?" 

"Why?" 

"Because l'm good at it" 

"Don't you want to fall in love? Find one special person?" 

"What do you think I'm doing?" He smiled. 


"Me? You don't want to fall in love with me." 


"Why not? You're cute, smart, well off. | figured you were a lawyer or some shit, with the car and this place 


and the fucking nerdy-ass glasses. Your band must be pretty fucking terrific if that's all you do.” 
"That's all | do.” 
"What do you play? Guitar?" 


"Bass." 


"Bass? Aw, man." He groaned. "Nobody bangs the bass player!" 

| laughed. "You did. Twice." 

"Before | knew!" 

We both froze when we heard the doorbell ring. Please don't be Chris! Or Dave. Or, Jesus fuck, Taylor! 
"Shall | hide?" 

"Your car is out front." 

‘Oh yeah." 

But it was a courier. "Nate Mendel?" 

"Yog?" 

"Sign, please?" 

| signed his clipboard and he handed me a large, thin envelope. 

"Thanks." 

Tyler was perched on the arm of the couch. "What is it?" 

| don't know. Probably a demo or something for the band." 

"Open it" 

"Later, after you go." 

"No! Open it now! | want to hear it. Please?!" 

"Nah, later. Tell me more about you. Are you from Los Angeles? Move here? I'm from Washington" 
"You don't really care where I'm from. Open the fucking envelope. Please?! Come on!" 


| smiled faintly, reminded of Taylor by his relentless, irritating begging. | picked up the envelope and ripped it 
open. It was a blank CD, as predicted. The handwriting on the small note was not Dave's though. It was Taylor's. 


"My Natie, Listen to this and know that everything | do, from this day on, | do because you deserve more. 


Forever, your Wing nut." 


"Wing rut? What's that?" Tyler asked. 


| was still staring at each letter, each pen stroke, trying to make sense of it. "Huh? Oh, it's a nickname. It 


means a crazy person." 

"That's what you called him? Your boyfriend?" 

"Yeah. | called him that because | didn't like him then’ 
"Oh, well play the fucking CD. | gotta hear this now!" 


| glanced at him. Part of me wanted to kick him out. Part of me wanted him there for comfort. | rose off the 
couch and went to the stereo and slid the disc in. | stood, staring at the CD player as a familiar melody began 
on a single, lonely guitar. | huffed when | realized it was the tune he played right here in this room forever 


ago. And then his perfect, warm caramel voice singing quietly. 


| have to block out thoughts of you 
So | don't lose my head 

They crawl in like a cockroach 

Leaving babies in my bed 

Dropping little reels of tape 

To remind me that I'm alone 

Playing movies in my head 

That make a porno feel like home 
There's a burning in my pride 

A rervous bleeding in my brain 

An ounce of peace is all | want for you 
Will you never call again? 

And will you never say that you love me 
Just to put it in my face? 

And will you never try to reach me 

it is | that wanted space 


Hate me today 

Hate me tomorrow 

Hate me for all the things | didn't do for you 
Hate me and wait, yeah wait for it to swallow 


Hate me so you can finally see whats good for you 


I'm sober now for 3 whole months 
I's one accomplishment that you helped me with 
The one thing that always tore us apart 


Is the one thing that | won't touch again 
In a sick way | want to thank you 

For holding my head up late at night 
While | was busy waging wars on myself 
You were trying to stop the fight 

You never doubted my warped opinions 
On things like suicidal hate 

You made me compliment myself 

When it was way too hard to take 

So I'll drive so fucking far away 

That I'll never cross your mind 

And do whatever it takes in your heart 


To leave me behind 


And with a sad heart, | say bye to you and wave 
Kicking shadows on the street 

For every mistake that | have made 

And like a baby boy | never was a man 
Until | saw your blue eyes cry 

And | held your face in my hand 

And then | fell down yelling make it go away 
Just make it stop 

Come back and shine just like it used to be 
And then he whispered: 

‘How could you did this to me?" 


Hate me today 

Hate me tomorrow 

Hate me for all the things | didn't do for you 
Hate me and wait, yeah wait for it to swallow 


Hate me so you can finally see whats good for you" 
"Goddamn, that's some deep shit” Tyler whispered and sniffled from his perch on the couch. 


| sunk to my knees and let out a long, ragged howl as | pressed my forehead against the floor. 


**| would like to note that Taylor Hawkins did not actually write the song and I'm claiming a liberty here in the 


name of fiction! 


Twenty-two 


"Dude, you okay?" Tyler was on the floor beside me, trying to pull me into his arms. 

| clutched his shirt and pushed my face against his stomach. He settled onto his butt on the floor and let me 
use his thigh to rest my head. | laid on my side, staring into space. I'd never intended on letting this boy see 
any side of me except the one that coldly took what he wanted. When | felt his fingers stroking my hair, 
though, | melted. 

"Tyler." | croaked. 


"Is okay, Nate. I've got you. | won't leave you. Tell me about your man" 


"He was a fucking child and | hated everything about him. And then, all of a sudden, | loved everything about 
him. Funny how that happens, right?" 


"Yep. How did you meet him?" 

"He's my drummer" 

"Ah, for a drummer, he has a sexy voice." 

"He's beautiful. You remind me of him" 

"| don't know if | should be flattered or creeped out" 
"Probably both." 

"Are you gonna get him back?" 

| have, | failed” 

"Try again. He obviously wants you back." 

"No, he doesn't. He wants me to hate him." 


"Really? Do men generally spends hours upon hours composing, playing, and recording songs for people they 
don't want to see again? This was him reaching out. Take the fucking hint." 


| sat up and looked at Tyler. "Do you really think so?" 


He smiled and stroked my cheek. "Yeah, | do. Unfortunately.” 


| drew his face toward mine and kissed his forehead. "You're a good man. Thank you." 

| guess | should get going. | probably won't see you again, will 1?" 

"| doubt it" 

‘ll keep my fingers crossed" 

"So will I. Tyler, don't keep doing this. Find someone who will love you the way you deserve." 


"IIl try." He said as he stood and kissed the top of my head. "My fiery haired sex god. Hey, what's the name of 


your band?" 

"Foo Fighters." 

"IIl look you up later." 

"Do that." 

"Goodbye, Nate. Good luck. If it doesn't work out... 

"You'll be the first to know." 

| parked in the lot and sat in the car for a few minutes, trying to talk myself into getting out and walking into 
the studio. Dave's car was already there and | assumed Tay was with him. Just as | opened the car door, Chris 
pulled in. | was so relieved. 

"Hey." 

"Thank you for your impeccable sense of timing." 

"Aw, you scared, buddy?" Chris smiled and put an arm around my shoulders. "H's gonna be fine.” 

It wasn't fine. We walked in and found Dave and Taylor in an embrace. They were standing toe to toe, arms 
around each other. Dave's head was inclined toward Taylor's. He gasped and pushed Dave away when he saw 
me. Our eyes locked for a moment before he coughed uncomfortably and walked away. So | lost my beloved to 
Dave. Well, the only person | had to be angry with was myself. It was officially over then. Okay. 

We worked in strained silence for a couple weeks. Dave and | were butting heads over my bass lines but it had 


nothing to do with the music and everything to do with Taylor. He and | still couldn't even bring ourselves to 
look at each other. And poor Chris. He tried so hard to smooth things over and we all just ignored him and 


continued bickering, Finally, Chris had enough. 


"Look, | don't know if you guys ever plan on sorting this shit out but come on, this is fucking ridiculous! The 


band will not last this way." 

And then the three of us were all screaming at each other at once. Dave and | argued about Taylor as if he 
wasn't even in the room. Dave and Taylor argued about how Dave was bossing him around and not allowing him 
to make any of his own decisions. | gradually stopped speaking so | could hear them have it out. 

| bet you don't even know about the song, do you?" Taylor yelled at him. 

"What song?" 

| used the studio at your house to write and record a song that | sent to him." He pointed at me. "And he 
hasn't even told me he whether he liked it or not. But | can understand why. You pushed him away. You didn't 
have the right to do that." 


"He's bad for you! You go back to him and you'll just go back to popping those pills again. Is that what both of 


you want?" 
"What | want is for my friends and loved ones to have a little fucking faith in me." 


"Fuck this. l'm gonna go do the Queens thing. If we feel like working on this shit again, someone give me a call. 


Otherwise, we'll do fucking Coachella and that'll be that. Fuck you both." 


"Whatever, after Coachella, l'm fucking done with this regardless of if you decide to keep recording!" Taylor 
yelled back at Dave. And then he stormed out. 


Five minutes later, he came back. 

| don't have a car here. Nate, can we take a drive?" 

| paused, looking at Chris for guidance here. 

"Go." He said with a smile. 

In my car, we rode in silence until Taylor realized | was driving back toward Dave's house. 
"Please don't take me back there. Let's go to your house." 


| still couldn't find words to say to him as | drove us back to my house. Once inside, we stood in the kitchen, 
on either side of the island. 


"Natie." 

| raised my eyes to meet his. 

"That day you saw me and D. It wasn't what you thought" 

‘It doesnt matter. We're not together anymore." 

I'm not with him. | know he pushed you away. I'm sorry he did that." 
"Does he..is he..um..2" | wondered if | was right about Dave's angle here. 
| don't know but | think so." 

"But you don't want him?" 

"No. | don't 

"Oh. Why? He's a good looking dude, you know." | said with a grin 
"He's okay. Not my type though." 

"What is your type?" 


"| like sexy, nerdy redheads. Do you know any?" 


Twenty-three 


Author's Notes: 
\"Best | Ever Had\" Gary Allan 


\"Super Freak\" Rick James 
\"Reunited\" Peaches and Herb 


All used here. 

I'm certain the smile on my face was big and foolish-looking but | didn't care. And then my Wing nut was 
climbing over the island, bumping his head against the pendant light that hung from the ceiling, and launching 
himself at me. He wrapped his arms around my neck and kissed my surprised mouth. His lips and tongue felt 


just like they did the last time we shared happy, carefree kisses; perfect. 


Without warning, he broke away and leaned back. He held my face in his hands and said, "Do over? Let's try 


this again, only without the drama and much more up tempo." 
| nodded. "I can do up tempo." 

"| bet you can, Mendel. | bet you can" 

And he pulled me into another kiss while his hands slid down to my hips and pulled my pelvis against his. We 
left a trail of clothing from the kitchen to the bedroom as we stumbled down the hall, kissing and getting our 


hands reacquainted with each other's bodies. 


"Is been a while, you still think you can handle all this?" He smirked as he stood at the foot of the bed. | was 


laying back against the pillows, on my side, my head propped up on one elbow. 
| never claimed to be able to handle you." 
"This is true." He winked and walked across the room to the stereo. 


At first, | was caught up in admiring his perfect body and then | cringed, knowing what would play as soon as 


he turned it on And sure enough, a cheesy, sappy love song. 


"And it might take some time to patch me up inside 
but | can't take it so I, | run away and hide 
And | might find, in time, that you were always right 


You're always right." 


"Oh, Natie." He smirked and shook his head. 
"Turn it off" | groaned. 


No way. Aw, listen to this sad, awful song! My poor baby" He teased 

"Turn it offl" | said and threw a pillow at him 

"Owl" He reached back and rubbed his hand over the cheek that the pillow bounced off of 
"Okay, something up tempo" 


| had to laugh when | recognized the bass line introduction of Super Freak. 


"She's a very kinky girl, 
The kind you don't take home to mother; 
She will never let your spirits down, 


Once you get her off the street. 


She likes the boys in the band, 
She says that I'm her all time favorite; 
When | make my move to her room, 


It's the right time; she's never hard to please" 


Wing nut held the remote control in his hand like a microphone and sang along, making faces as if he was over 
exerting himself, all the while swinging and rolling his hips. Very dramatically, he laid a hand on my naked thigh 
and ran it all the way down my leg to my ankle. 


| was laughing so hard, | had tears in my eyes and that's when it hit me. He was back. He was mine again. And 
he said no more drama He was going to be both clean and mine. For good. He was still singing along, grinning and 
dancing like a fool. 


| caught him by the wrist and pulled him down on top of me as | turned onto my back. "! love you." 


"Nuh uh. No sappiness. Shh." He smiled and kissed my lips. He left a trail of wet, open mouthed kisses down my 
neck and my chest and my stomach before reaching my hips. He looked up at me with a smirk before he 
pointed the remote at the stereo and turned the volume up. The next song he queued up was Kickstart My 
Heart. 


"Wing nut, | never realized you had as shitty taste in music as me.’ | commented just before he took me in his 
mouth. 


When he laughed gently with me in his mouth, it tickled and | squirmed. His long fingers raked down the inside 
of my thigh and | inhaled sharply, throwing my head back against the pillow. 


"Fuck!" | groaned. 


His sweet, blonde head bobbed up and down as he worked me over with that wonderful mouth of his. | was in 
heaven. My hips rose off the bed to meet the back of his throat. Loud, jagged groans tumbled from my lips 
with barely an ounce of restraint. And then See You began on the stereo and we both looked at each other and 


broke out in hysterical laughter. 
"Skip it!" | giggled. “Before | lose my boner!" 


"Oh! We can't have that!" And he scrambled to point the remote at the stereo to change the song as fast as 
he could. Queen's Good Old Fashioned Lover Boy. We giggled again 


When he tried to settle back down and take me back into his mouth, | pulled him up on top of my chest. | 
kissed his mouth, sliding my tongue between his lips, tasting me on his tongue. Then | poked two fingers into his 
mouth and his eyes twinkled as he swirled his tongue around them and sucked on them. From his mouth, | 


reached down and pushed them inside of him. | watched his eyes darken with desire and his cheeks flush. 
"Okay?" | whispered. 


‘Ive waited ages to feel you inside of me again" He breathed against my cheek and then reached back and 


pulled my hand away. "Now." 


He held my cock in one hand and guided me inside of him. He used his free hand to push himself up, off my 
chest. He kept one hand behind him, on top of my thigh as he rode me. | reached up and pinched his right 
ripple hard, eliciting a rice grunt from him. | slid that hand down and wrapped fingers around his cock and 


stroked him in time with his grinding. 


It didn't take him long to let loose a volley of curses, with his head thrown back, as he released in my hand. 
And when he watched me lick it off my fingers, sucking them into my mouth one by one, he leaned back, 
holding himself up with both hands on my thighs now and sped up his rhythm, slamming down on me. 

"| promised up tempo, didn't |?" He said with a grin. 


"You did, indeed" | barely managed through gritted teeth before my hands found his hips and | jabbed my 


pelvis up, against him. 


"Goddamn it, Taylor!" My body trembled as | exploded inside of him. He leaned down and wrapped his arms 
around my neck and, together, we rode the waves of ecstasy until we both heaved a spent sigh. Taylor's face 


was pressed against my neck and my mouth was open against his shoulder. 


"Now can | tell you how much | love you?" | murmured. 
"Yes." 

"God, Taylor." 

"Go on" He prodded and | could hear the humor in his voice. 
‘lm never letting you go again." 

‘lm never letting you let me go again" 


He lifted his head and gazed at me with those beautiful eyes before he erupted in a fit of giggles. "Oh, Natie. 
And | have shitty taste in music?" 


"Oh, shut up!" | pushed him off of me and scurried to the stereo to turn it off. 
"| was a fool to ever leave your side 

Me minus you is such a lonely ride 

The break up we had 

Has made me lonesome and sad 

| realize | love you 

‘Cause | want you back 

Hey, hey" 

| turned back to watch him. He was laying on his back, legs spread, arms folded over his forehead, laughing. 
"Hey." 

"What?" He replied, without moving. 

"| love you." 


‘Of course you do. The break up we had has made you lonesome and sad." 


| laughed softly. "Fuck you." 


Twenty-four 


Author's Notes: 
Peter Gabriel\'s Solsbury Hill used here. 


The second time we made love that evening was slower and sweeter but just as incredible as the first. And 


this time, Taylor hovered over me, ran a hand over my hair and kissed the tip of my nose. 

"| love you." He said very softly against my cheek. 

"Of course you do." | replied, imitating his quiet, sexy voice. 

After we showered, Taylor was looking for clean clothes to put on. "I have nothing here anymore." 


| have stuff you can put on. My shorts will probably be too big but you can manage." | went to the chest of 
drawers. "And | have a shirt that belongs to you." 


| pulled out the Wildcat shirt he had taken from me and handed it to him. 


"I thought | lost this!" He buried his face in it. "I thought maybe it got lost in London or something. How did you 
find it?" 


"When | was packing your stuff up, | found it stuffed deep into one of the pockets in your suitcase. | thought | 
lost it in Seattle. | never really gave it any thought and then when | realized you had it..Tay, it killed me. You 
know, the silliest, stupidest thing like a fucking shirt." | felt my eyes pooling up with tears. 


"I know. Stop it. No more tears." He pulled me against his chest. "I just wanted this because it smelled like you 


and it made me feel closer, | guess." 

"I know." | chuckled and wiped my eyes. "Hold on" | told him and went into my closet. | pulled down my suitcase 
from the shelf and brought it to the bed. He watched, bewildered, as | opened it up and reached my fingers 
into the hole in the lining. When | pulled out the bikini top, his eyes grew wide and he let out a loud peel of 
laughter. 


"Holy Shit, Mendel! | can't believe you have that! Do you know what kind of shit they gave me because they 
didn't get it back? And you had it all this time?" 


| felt my face grow red. "Guilty." 


"But why?" He asked but | saw his expression change when he realized why. "No! You hated me.. No!" And then 


he laughed even harder. 

"Stop laughing! I'm sorry | showed you." | mumbled. 

He threw his arms around my waist and pulled me against him. "It's really sweet, in a sick kind of way. And if 
it makes you feel better, | did the same thing sometimes. I'd be over at D's and you know, after spending the 
day in therapy and then coming back to him hovering and worrying. Sometimes at night, I'd be laying there, 
wide awake. Suddenly, I'd see your face in my head. And I'd just have to rub one out because | couldn't get you 
off my mind" 

"And did it help?" 

"Nope. Made it worse, | think" 

Taylor went out to the patio and had a smoke. | watched him through the glass door as he paced back and 
forth, checked the pool, played with the umbrella over the table, scratched his balls, paced some more. We sat 
at the patio table and ate a meal of pasta with tomatoes in garlic and olive oil. | noticed his knee bouncing 
under the table and a finger tapping incessantly against the table. 

"What's the matter? You don't like it?" 

"What? No, no. This is good, it's fine." 

"What's bothering you, then?" 


"I gotta get my shit from Dave's. And | don't know where to take it. I'm pretty fucking tired of being in limbo, 


you know?" 

"Bring it here." | replied, lowering my gaze to my food. 

"Just my shit or me too?" | heard the mocking in his voice. 

‘Just your shit. I'll have a big yard sale." | smiled without looking up. 

"Who the hell is going to buy my nasty shorts and broken drums?" 

"Rock and Roll Hall of Fame?" 

He laughed. "Well, someone's been working on his sense of humor while | was gone." 
"Had to figure out some way to get you back." 


"And you thought sarcasm was the way to do it?" 


"Hey, when all else fails, right?" 

"You're serious? You want me here?" He asked, his expression hopeful. 
"Very much." 

"For good?" 

"For good." | nodded. 

"Even when | irritate you?" 

"God help me, even then" | grinned. 


| was just finishing cleaning up the kitchen when | noticed him looking around the stereo in the living room. He 


pulled out that CD he sent me. 
"What did you think?" He asked as he held it up. 


| hung up the dish towel after | dried my hands. | crossed the room and took the disc from him. Inside the 
case was the note he sent with it. | took it out and unfolded it. 


"You said that everything you did, from that day forward, would be because | deserve more. | read this first 
and it filled me with warmth and hope. And then | listened and | wanted to die. | heard the pain in your voice 
and the message in the song was like a goodbye and, Wing nut, | literally couldn't get off the floor.” 

"| knew it would hurt you but | needed fo release it, you know? And you're the only one | trusted with it! 
"If | remove myself from it, its a beautiful song, Taylor. Im blown away by how talented you are 

He smiled and hugged me. "Thank you" 

My body went rigid in his arms as | remembered that | wasn't alone that morning 

"Tay, | need to tell you something’ | pushed away from him. 

"What?" 


"Um..while we were apart, there was a kid." 


"Just one?" He said with a grin. "Baby, its okay. | understand, it happens. Jerking off to a bathing suit 


sometimes isn't enough. Trust me, | get it" 


| cringed at the thought of him knowing | did that. "Yeah, not my finest hour. But there's more. He was here 
the morning this came." | tapped the disc against my open hand. 


"Wait. The kid you were fucking heard this?" 
| nodded. 

"And did you tell him about me?" 

"A little." 

"Nate." He groaned. 


‘I'm sorry. It just overwhelmed me. You know, initially | was just." | stopped when | realized what | was about 


to say. 
"Initially you were just what?" 
"Using the kid’ 

"But then?" 


"Then | got this! The only contact you tried to have with me in a couple months! And | was back on the floor, 
dying, again. And he was here. | wasn't going to let him inside but this left me no choice. I'm really sorry, Tay." 


"Come here." He pulled me into a hug. "Water under the bridge, baby." 
"Thank you." 


It was very late at night, or very early in the morning, depending on your perspective. Taylor snored softly 
against my shoulder. | was laying on my back, one arm folded under my head, one arm wrapped around him. He 


had an arm draped across my stomach. If | fell asleep, he might vanish. The stereo still played quietly. 


Climbing up on Solsbury Hill 

| could see the city light 

Wind was blowing, time stood still 
Eagle flew out of the night 

He was something to observe 
Came in close, | heard a voice 
Standing stretching every nerve 
Had to listen had no choice 


| did not believe the information 


[I] just had to trust imagination 
My heart going boom boom boom 
"Son," he said "Grab your things, 


lve come to take you home." 


Twenty-five 


It was late morning when | woke up alone. A cold streak of panic jolted me wide awake. | sat up and looked 


around the room. 

"Taylor?" 

My heart was racing. Did | dream it all? | put my glasses on and searched the house. 
"Taylor?!" 


Just as | passed the kitchen island, | noticed a piece of paper towel with a note scribbled on it. Taylor took my 
car to get a truck and then was going to get his stuff from Dave's. 


"Maybe now's not the best time for you guys to make up." His note said. "That's why | went by myself but 
you can help me unload the truck. Don't worry, I'll be careful with your car. Maybe. Love you, W." 


| smiled and it stuck as | made coffee and breakfast. 

We unloaded a lot of his things into the garage. 

"Natie, baby." He began, giving me big, puppy dog eyes. 

"Oh no. What?" 

"Where can | set up a kit? Please?" 

"Six blocks down the street" 

He giggled. "Please? It kind of helps, you know, to bang shit out. | could teach you." 


"Fine." | chuckled. "One of the spare bedrooms. We can dismantle the bed and you can have that room. And | 


don't think | need you to teach me to drum. Thanks, anyway.’ 
"Thank you!" And he kissed me. 


After the truck was unloaded, | went with him to return it and then to pick up his car from Dave's. Dave met 
Tay in the driveway and gave me a glance. Taylor nodded at me and | pulled the car away, giving him a bit of 


space. 


A couple weeks passed. The majority of Tay's stuff had found a home. He went into his room and banged on 
his drums for an hour or so most evenings. At night, we'd lay in bed, talking. 


That usually led to him telling me funny stories. He'd lay on his back and his hands would flail in the air as he 
got more and more into his story. I'd rest my head on his stomach. After we would finish giggling over his 
story, his hands would come to rest on my head or my shoulder. And sometimes, we skipped the talking and 
went directly to fucking. 

"Hey, babe?" 

"Yes?" 


Taylor found me outside, in a lounge chair with a book and ear plugs. 


"I just got off the phone with D. He asked if I'd go watch him play with Queens tonight. Is it okay with you if | 


go?" 

"Of course it is. Are you okay with it?" 

"Ehh, | guess. We'll see what happens. | shouldn't be very late. Love you." 

"Love you, too." 

He kissed me and left. 

| smiled as | pretended to be asleep when | heard him pull back into the driveway at II:45, 


He crept into the bedroom and slid into the bed behind me. He snuggled against my back and kissed my neck. "| 


know you're awake, baby. 
"How was if?" 

"It was good. We made peace, | think. If he decides to keep doing that, it's fine. We'll stay friends, | think" 
"Tay, that thing you thought about him and you.? Were you right?" 

"Yeah, but it's cool. He told me tonight that he called that girl that he met a few months ago.” 


"Good" 


"You have nothing to worry about, Natie. I'm all yours." He said softly, his lips brushed my ear and caused me 
to shiver. "Are you all mine? Now?" 


"Fuck me, yes!" 


He giggled as he kissed his way down my back. 
The following morning, we got in the car and headed over to the studio to meet Chris and Dave. 


"This is it, huh? What are we gonna do next?" Tay asked as we sat on crates in the parking lot, waiting for 


Dave. 


"This isn't it. There's no way this is ending, you guys." Chris said as he picked nervously at the sticker on the 
side of one of the crates. 


"Ht could. And im really okay with it. Something else will turn up. The three of us could put something 
together" Tay said with a grin "Call ourselves the Foo Fuckers" And then he smacked my arm. "Get it? Get if? 
Foo Fuckers?" 

"| get it. Stop hitting mel" | smacked his hand away. 

Dave pulled his car into the lot. He gave us all a look as he parked. 

At the verue, Chris and | sat, talking quietly while Dave and Taylor fidgeted and paced 

"Everything okay?" Chris asked as he flicked his chin toward the two of them 

"With them? Tay said last night that he thinks so. 

"With you?" 

"With us? Better than okay. He's like Wing nut two point oh" 

And what are you like?" 

"Im like grateful to have you as a friend" | laid a hand on his shoulder. "Thank you" 

As we took the stage, | happened to glance down at the front row of people. A boy waving caught my attention 
and my mouth fell open. Tyler. | recovered and smiled at him. He pointed at Taylor and gave me a thumbs up. | 


nodded my head. Then Tyler blew me a kiss. 


Our set was incredible. We sounded better than we had in months. And | could tell by their faces that my band 
mates thought so, too. 


"Dave, take a quick walk with me." Taylor said as he gave me a wink and put his arm around Dave's shoulders. 


They were only gone a few minutes and Dave approached me when they returned. 


‘lm sorry | was a total douchebag, Nate. Please forgive me. | was wrong.’ 
"Nothing to forgive. Let's just keep doing this, please." 


"We're gonna. We're gonna go back to Virginia and do the whole thing over. Sound good?" 


Twenty-six 
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"If we win, I'll fucking crawl across the stage and do a goddamn dance." 
"If we win, I'll stick my tongue in your mouth right there on stage." | replied. 
"You're on" He smiled at me. "Damn, Natie. You look amazing. Every passing year has agreed with you." 


| know you're not calling me old, Hawkins." | jabbed my elbow into his ribcage as we stood beside each other in 


front of the large mirror that leaned against the wall in our bedroom. 

We bought the rental together. Shortly after that, Taylor had an addition built to house a proper studio, 
instead of just using a spare bedroom. And last year, we spent a fortune having the entire house renovated. 
We spent the time that the work was being done in Seattle. Taylor had come to accept that being with me 
meant spending some time in the Pacific Northwest, but that didn't mean he had to like it: 

"l'm not calling you old now. You were already old when | met you." 

"And you were a stupid kid" 

"Was." 

"Yep, now you're a stupid old man, like me." 


He hooked an arm around my neck and pulled me close. He kissed my hair and then smacked my ass. 


"Is that what you're wearing?" | asked. This was a question | probably asked him a million times over the last 


fourteen years. And his response was always the same. 

"Oh, shut up. | like it." 

And my response was always the same. "You look like a broke-ass beach bum. | like it" 
"Of course you do.” 


He stepped behind me and wrapped his arms around me, resting his chin on my shoulder. Our eyes met 


through the mirror. 

"Don't need a sign, cause | see it when look in your eyes." He sang quietly in my ear. 

My body quaked and | leaned my head against his. "Wing nut." | breathed. 

"We have a few extra minutes." He murmured as he pulled me backwards to the bed. Our clothes ended up on 
the floor and | ended up on my back with my legs wrapped around his midsection. The friction created when he 
thrust himself against my groin was enough to send me over but then | felt fingers push inside of me. | threw 
my head back and gritted my teeth. 

"Baby, we might be jinxing it. Should wait until after the show." 

If you stop right now, | will kill you." | groaned. 

He chuckled as he slowly guided his cock inside of me. His thrusts were shallow and slow at first, building in 
speed until he was driving deep and hard. After all this time, he knew my body as well as his own. He found 


that sweet spot and stroked it over and over until | was bucking underneath him, crying out. 


"Oh fuck me, Wing nut!" | pulled him down hard against me and clung to him as he pounded harder and harder, 
grunting loudly. 


"Shit, shit! Fuck, Natiel" And he pulled out of me and spilled his warm seed against my stomach. 

We walked into 606, where we agreed to meet before we headed over. 

"You guys, we have bad news." Tay began. "We're gonna lose every category. Natie and | had pre-Grammy sex" 
"So did we" Dave said with a smile. Jordyn smacked his arm and rolled her eyes. 

‘Guilty, too" Chris admitted 

And we all shared a laugh 

Tay reached for my hand as we sat in the audience. He brought it to his lips and didn't just kiss it. Very 
softly, he dragged the back of my hand across his lips. | slid my fingers into his hair and pulled him closer to 
kiss his temple 

"What's this chick's name, again?" Chris leaned over Cara and asked me. 


"That's Cara, your wife." 


"Not this chick, that chick." He nodded at the stage. 


"Pauley Perrette. And the dudes are Victor Cruz and Mario Manningham. They won the Super Bowl last week: 
"Got it" 

‘I'm gonna do a fucking salsa if we get it" Tay giggled. 

| shook my head. 

"Remember what you said." He reminded me. 

"| do." 

"And the Grammy goes to.." 

My heart was beating out of my chest. | was holding my breath and squeezing Wing nut's hand. 

"Walk by the Foo Fighters!" 

| immediately turned to Tay and we grinned, then both turned to Dave. We all stood up and Taylor surprised 
me by taking my face in his hands and sweetly kissing my lips. We all walked up on stage and sure enough, 
Wing nut did a really bad salsa. Victor Cruz laughed at him. The rest of us shook our heads. He settled in 
beside me and grinned at me, daring me to make good on my promise. | turned to him and wrapped my hand 
around the back of his neck and pulled him into a deep kiss. Dave was speaking about who knows what when 
the audience cheered. He had to stop and turned to look at us. 

"Ladies and gentlemen, my rhythm section" 

Backstage, Dave snapped a back-handed smack against my stomach. "Dude, really?" 


"He dared me. Had to." 


When they called us out for winning the Grammy for Best Rock Album, | hugged Dave. "I'm so proud to have 
made this journey with you." 


It never would have gotten this far without you." 


Chris and | walked out behind Dave and Tay. Wing nut dropped to his hands and knees and crawled across the 


stage. When he stood up, | wrapped an arm around his back and pulled him against my side. 
"You drive me insane." | whispered. 


"You wouldn't want me any other way." 


"You're right." 


At the big after party, Chris, Cara and | sat quietly at a table and watched Dave and Taylor work the entire 


room. 
"Been through a bunch of shit to get here. Did you ever think itd turn out like this?" Cara asked. 

"Nope. Figured | would have killed him by now." 

"Don't speak too soon. Look at him." 

| lifted my gaze to see him riding piggyback on Randy Jackson's back. "Dear God." 

The car dropped us all off at 606 at 4:30 in the morning. We all stood in the parking lot, bullshitting. Tay and 
Jordyn both yawned as they sat in the open cargo area of her SUV. He curled up in a ball and used her lap as 


a pillow. 


"Dave, can we go? I'm exhausted. Me and Tay are gonna fall asleep over here. Actually, he may already be 


asleep." 
"Not quite." He mumbled. 


In the bedroom, Tay flopped onto the bed, laying on his back. "When did | get so old, Natie?" He asked as he 
gazed at the ceiling. 


"You're not even forty yet. Shut up." 
"| feel a hundred and forty.” 


| didn't reply but merely rolled my eyes as | undressed. Then | pulled his sneakers and socks off. | pushed his 
jacket off his shoulders and unbuttoned his jeans. 


"Stand up, hon" | reached for his hand and pulled him to his feet 
"What would | do without you?" 

"Sleep in your clothes” 

"Wander this world lost. That's what! 


| smiled and kissed his cheek. "Get in bed" 


As he crawled into bed, | slid my iPod into the alarm clock next to the bed and found the song | wanted. | 
turned to Taylor. "Sweet dreams, Wing nut." 


"Goodnight, Natie." 


"Love, | get so lost, sometimes 

Days pass and this emptiness fills my heart 
When | want to run away 

| drive off in my car 

But whichever way | go 


| come back to the place you are." 


The End. 


